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1 . Braids 

Hiccstrid drabble. I'd place it around four years after the first 
movie events. 

* *DISCLAIMER : I do not own How to Train Your Dragon.** Only the story 
ideas I write, and any possible Original Characters I may spew from 
the back of my mind. 
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><pXstrong>Braids<strong> 
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><p>It was a cold, cold morning; even the sun seemed unwilling to 
rise from the horizon. Her fingers and nose were like icicles, yet a 
fuzzy warmth fuelled her towards her goal. Behind the Haddock 
household stood the young man she sought, all clad in his riding 
leathers, preparing his Night Eury for take-off. <p> 

"Hi Astrid!" Hiccup greeted the blonde Viking cheerfully, his cheeks 
flush against the icy air, "What brings you here this early in the 
morning? " 

She watched as he removed his hands from Toothless' saddle device and 
ran them through his head, a bit of a habit he'd gotten into. 
Absurdly, she wished he'd tangle his fingers in _her_ hair. 

"I've come to say goodbye," she replied, fixing her stare on the 



small scar across his chin, scarcely bearded with soft stubble. _It ' s 
just that last night we didn't have a chance to be alone_, she added 
in the back of her mind. 

There had been too many people in the Great Hall when Hiccup 
announced he was leaving on a fortnight-long trip with Toothless. 

He'd been talking about it for months; his desire to explore the 
Barbaric Archipelago on his own, to fully taste the freedom of the 
skies while gathering precious knowledge. They were all surprised 
when he finally made up his mind about it, though. Astrid most of 
all . 

"Well, " he said, tilting his head and resting his hands on his hips, 
eyebrows closing in together, "o-kay then. I'll, uha€ 1 see you in two 
weeks ? " 

Astrid shrugged, unsure of how else to express herself. Words were so 
_tricky_. She mumbled something and bit her lower lip. 

He crossed his arms over his chest, befuddled. "Say what now?" 

"I said I'll miss you," she repeated, louder, "Maybe if you got that 
mop of hair under control you'd have heard me!" 

Hiccup laughed, filling the air around his face with a cloud of 
billowy breath, filling her stomach with those all-too familiar 
butterflies. He walked closer to her, beaming that insufferably 
adorable smirk. 

"I know you enjoy my **mop**, M'lady." He teased, tousling his hair 
even further just to make a point. Astrid shook her head in denial, 
but kept the smile on her lips. What he said next took her by 
surprise . 

"You could come with me, you know? It'd be fun to go on a trip 
together; just you, me and our dragonsa€ 1 " He flourished his hands 
across the air dramatically. "Flying off into the sunset together. 
Well, sunrise, in this case." 

She gawked at him, unsure whether to laugh at his craziness or blush 
at his offer. It's not that she hadn't entertained the thought once 
or twice, buta€ 1 What **would** she say? She couldn't go. Not while 
she was yet a maiden. She hid her hands behind her back to hide her 
nervous fingers. 

"Nah, I won't" she hoped she sounded nonchalant enough, "I've gota€ 1 
stuff to do . " 

"What stuff?" 

"My stuff." 

"It'd be fun." He could be really determined... Not to mention 
convincing when he wiggled his eyebrow like that. 

"I can have fun here in Berk." She look over at Toothless a€" half 
for reassurance, half to try and get Hiccup's distracting stare out 
of her field of vision. The Night Fury scoffed at her and arched a 
scaly eyebrow: _Yeah, keep telling yourself that, sister_. 



Hiccup's arms flailed about in the air, gesturing his disbelief in 
that particular little sign language of his. "You kidding me? Just 
the other day you said you were bored out of your wits!" 

"I don't remember saying that. You sure it was me?" Well, **that** 
was lame. If only he could stop getting closer to her a€" he was 
making her feel oddly uneasy. 

"Hah, that's the worst comeback ever. Hello? Midgard to Astrid?" He 
waved his hand in front of her face and she swatted it away, giggling 
when he threw his hands up in the air in mock offense. Ugh, she felt 
like some silly southern girl, like one of those roman maidens who 
fainted at the sight of blood and donned dresses of fine silk and 
expensive perfumes to attract suitors. She needed to 
Viking-up . 

"Stop being so pushy. I told you I can't go." 

"You said A«can'tA» that time," he replied, scratching his chin with 
his left hand. He was being so distracting again. She blurted out the 
words before she could think about them. 

"My parents won't let mea€ 1 ." She stopped, but the damage was done. 

He looked at her quizzically, certainly finding her statement 
somewhat laughable. 

"Your **parents** won't let you? What? But why a€"" 

Well, she might as well say it now. 

"They won't allow me to be away for such a long time." 

He still seemed lost. She rolled her eyes exaggeratedly, 
groaning . 

"With you. **Alone**." She stressed that last word, just in case. 
Well, that seemed to do the trick. He mouthed a surprised "oh!" a€" 
his cheeks turned a deeper shade of cherry as he comprehended the 
implications. They stood in silence for a while as he worked out his 
response; he balanced himself on the ball of his foot, skittishly 
tapping his prosthetic on the ground. 

"It's not like we ' rea€ 1 kids anymore. We can behave." Gods, this was 
all forms of awkward. Toothless snorted heartily, revealing his pink 
gums in a clear display of hilarity. Both Hiccup and Astrid shot him 
a glare, to which he replied with even more pink and a vigorous 
nod . 

"I think that might be the problem. We're **not** kids anymore," 
Astrid said. She looked at Hiccup, who was now intently staring at 
the rising sun, his outline delineated against the white-blue skies. 
There was an amused smirk on his lips; the nerve! She squeaked with 
indignation as she delivered a half-hearted punch to his lower ribs. 
He merely pretended to be hurt, rubbing his sides with 
overly-enthusiast ic vigor. 

"But you'll behave, right?" She asked, wondering why she was so 
doubtful all of a sudden. Hiccup turned and smiled that goofy smile 
of his, eliciting that familiar flutter in her chest. It increased 
tenfold the moment he grabbed her hands and pulled them up to his 



mouth, planting a firm kiss on her fingertips. 

"Of course I will." It was the way he looked at her right thena€ 1 
That was all the reassuring Astrid needed. She felt like she'd taken 
her hands from an ice-filled bucket and plunged them into the furnace 
at the forge. She could almost hear them sizzle and she could have 
sworn there was vapour wafting from them. 

But stilla€l 

"What are you doing?" He asked when she removed her hands from his, 
but quieted when she hushed him. Hiccup stood unmoving while her 
fingers dug into his hair, brushing it softly until she found the 
right spot. He kept his inquiring eyes on her as she worked, making 
her feel a little edgy. When she finished, she rummaged through the 
pouch at her hip from where she pulled two small strings, bringing 
them up to his hair. 

"All settled, " she announced. Hiccup ran his fingers over his hair, 
feeling the two small braids she had just made. There was a flash of 
a smile on him before he dipped his head and placed his lips upon 
hers, effectively rendering her breathless. 

He kissed the tip of her nose sweetly. "Thank you. I'll miss you, 
too . " 

Hiccup took her in his arms and held her there for a moment, and in 
one tight squeeze he drove all the cold away from her. He backed away 
slowly, dragging his fingertips across her arms and hands to the very 
end of her fingers, prolonging the contact between their skin as long 
as possible. 

Her arms then wrapped around herself, unconsciously trying to 
reproduce Hiccup's embrace. She watched him straddle Toothless and 
smirk at her again before putting on his leather helmet, his face 
disappearing behind the head-piece. 

Astrid managed to find her voice again just before they took off. 
"It's not that I'm worried, you know. You look pretty silly with all 
those straps and contraptions attached to you anyway." She knew, even 
if she couldn't see his face, that he was still smiling. She could 
hear it in his voice, muffled behind the leather. 

"It's a good thing my girlfriend likes silly, then!" 

With one flap of black wings man and dragon were up in the air; she 
gazed at them as they gradually melted into the skies, until they 
were but an indistinguishable blur in the horizon against the rising 
sun . 

Astrid blushed at her own thought, but weighed the idea in her mind 
nonetheless: when he returned, she would make sure to give him a good 
reason not to stay away for long so soon. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>FINITO<p> 



><p>Cont inuat ion for this one on chapter 13 - 
<strong><em>Allure<em>* * . 

Reviews are much welcomed and gladly accepted. :) 


2 . I Saw Red 

Hiccstrid drabble, because I love those two. If you haven't seen the 
"Obama video" in the Dreamworks studio I highly suggest you do 
so ! 

That little clip and the e-book covers sent me riding high in my 
Hiccstrid craze. I think I've been in a liquid state for the past 
three days due to the cuteness overload. I keep melting over. 

:) 


**Summary**: sometimes you just wanna get dirty. 
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><pXstrong>I Saw Red<strong> 
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><p>Hiccup was just minding his own business that afternoon, working 
on the new pedal for Toothless' saddle. It was a continuous work: 
make a new design, build it, test it out. Work out the kinks, 
redesign, test it again. Fix the dent on the metal after a bad crash 
when test-flying, redesign the complex wire system for improved 
manoeuvrability . <p> 

Actually, it was _double_ the work a€" the new pedal he envisioned 
also called for a new prosthetic for his missing foot. He hummed 
tunelessly as he worked, completely absorbed in his projects for most 
of the day. Soon Toothless would grow restless and invade the smithy, 
demanding he be taken out on a sunset lap around the island; so he'd 
better make the best of his time. 

Whenever inspiration struck him a€" it could be anywhere, anytime, so 
usually he'd have to write it down on his notebook and just drop 
everything else as soon as possible a€" it could last for hours, 
days. Even weeks, like when he was obsessed about building a station 
specifically for the AirMail Terrors. 

He did prefer to work at night, but the more hours he could get into 
it the better. All of his focus was directed to studying the project 
he had at hand. Nothing should distract him from 
a€" 

"Hiccup ! " 

Aaand there was Astrid calling out for him. He groaned (only slightly 
peeved about being disturbed since the interrupter was always a sight 
for sore eyes) and put down his writing stick, standing up. He 
stretched his sore muscles a€" how long had he been sitting in the 
same position? a€" and ambled over to the passage from his workspace 
to the smithy. He knocked into a couple of his projects, bits of wood 
and leather and paper falling on the ground, and made a mental note 
about cleaning the place up or rebuilding it bigger. The lack of 



space was getting on his nerves. It was a good thing he'd forgotten 
the pigments he'd bought from trader Johann on the smithy's workshop 
table, else his little nook would be a colourful mess right 
then . 

"Yeah Astrid, I'm here. What can I help - ?" 

"Think fast!" He heard her say, and suddenly her axe was pretty much 
flying in his direction. He whelped in astonishment yet his left hand 
shot forward, successfully grabbing the weapon's handle with ease. He 
didn't even sag or stumble with the weight of it, merely standing 
there in confusion as his girlfriend let out a triumphant "Ha! Told 
ya so ! " 

Astrid spun around with a bounce and addressed whoever it was that 
Hiccup couldn't see. "Pay up, Thorston." 

Ruffnut grumbled from behind one of the smithy's pillars, shoved her 
left hand in the pocket of her vest and begrudgingly threw a small 
piece of silver at Astrid, who grabbed it and happily secured the 
metal inside her pouch. 

"At least I got to see you almost lop his head off. Nice catch. 
Hiccup, " Ruffnut droned before leaving, torn somewhere between 
irritation for losing her money and renewed respect for Hiccup's 
motor skills. 

"Thanks for the vote of confidence, " he called, unimpressed by the 
compliment. He glared at Astrid, who was biting back a grin. 

"Easy money!" She told him as if to explain what had happened. 

"Is this gonna be a regular thing? Because I don't know if I want to 
spend the rest of my life being used as the subject for money bets on 
my survival, you know." He placed the axe on a workbench and crossed 
his arms, annoyed. 

"Oh, come on! I have full confidence on your hand-eye coordination," 
Astrid replied, biting down her lips to prevent them from stretching 
any further. It wasn't really working a€" she was still grinning a€" 
but the way he bit her lips just almost made him forget why he was 
riled in the first place. Almost. That, and the underlying compliment 
she'd just given him. 

"Is that so? Good to know you find me skilful enough to try and 
murder me." He suppressed the smirk from growing on his face when she 
inched closer to him, swaying her hips ever so slightly. He wondered 
if she knew she did that more often than not, especially when she was 
about to request something from him. 

"Well, I was just on my way to ask you to sharpen my axe" - ah, there 

it was - "when Ruffnut bumped into me and asked what target I ' d be 

practicing on, anda€ 1 You know. One thing lead to another and here we 
are. I'm a silver piece richer." 

He wiped that pleased little expression off her with his reply. "Good 

for you then, because I'm charging you for my work," Hiccup said, as 

seriously as possible and with the straightest face he could 
muster . 



"No way! You never charged me for anything before." That was true 
enough. And he would never charge her for anything, but she needn't 
be told that for now. 


"I gotta start somewhere! I can't work for free, you know. Gotta make 
a living and all that, " Hiccup shrugged, "at least until you actually 
succeed in killing me." 

She scoffed and placed her hands on her hips, her head tilted 
sideways in that typical stance of hers. "Fine. Name your price 
then . " 

"That silver piece you just got, " Hiccup replied, and when she 
started complaining he held up his hands defensively and added, "It's 
just a **tiny** bit of silver! Don't be so stingy." Now it was his 
turn to be amused, but he didn't let it show. He kept his business 
face on. 

"I can't believe thea€ 1 ugh. No, it's mine." 

"I was the one whose life was at stake, so technically it should be 
mine, " he reasoned. 

"Yeah but you're harder to kill than most people, apparently. 

Besides, I didn't even throw it with full swing." 

He edged closer to her, and **almost** lost his poker face when she 
battered her thick long eyelashes at him. Again, he wondered if she 
did it on purpose or not. 

"I demand payment," he insisted. 

"Pick another price, " her voice had an edge of a husk in it now, "and 
you'll receive it." She fell right into his trap. He took his time 
replying, pretending to think about what he wanted. 

"Kiss me, then." 

"Fine, " she whispered, the curve of her lips gathering into a soft 
pucker. He slanted his head sideways, a "_YES_" for victory blaring 
in the back of his head, his eyes shutting close. He stood there like 
an idiot for a moment, paused in a mid-air kiss. When he didn't feel 
her lips anywhere near his, he opened his eyes. 

"Think fast!" She yelled, but this time he didn't have a fraction of 
a second to react. Something splashed at the side of his face and his 
ear, and he immediately jolted at the feeling of the cold fluid. 
Bewildered, he ran his right hand over his cheek and checked it. A 
bright crimson liquid was running down his fingers, soaking unto the 
floor and on his tunic. 

He scowled at Astrid, who looked particularly pleased with herself, 
holding the small empty bowl of red paint in her hand as though it 
were her battle trophy. "That colour looks good on you," she teased, 
pulling her tongue out at him. 

"Oh, you're so ON!" Hiccup growled, grabbing another small bowl at 
random and chucking its contents at her face. A very surprised Astrid 
dropped the container she'd been holding, gasping in indignation and 
wiping her eyes and mouth with her hands. 



He prepared to strike the final blow. He nodded in the most 
patronising, supercilious way possible before saying, "Well, guess 
you kinda look hot in blue, _Milady_. " 

"You little, rat-eating a€" " she began, seething, and when she 
lunged forward Hiccup thought he'd gone too far and warranted himself 
a punch to the face. But there was no fist a€" just a vigorous stroke 
of her fingers across his cheek. He cocked his head and looked at 
her, lost. Uncertainly, he brought up his fingers and glided them 
across her face as well, drawing two streaks of red on her 
chin . 

There was a stretch of silence as they examined each other's faces. 

He felt the laughter bubbling up within him, and saw her contract her 
lips into a pained expression of suppressed delight. Then they both 
burst out laughing like they'd gone out of their minds, tumbling into 
one another, pushing and shoving playfully and tickling back and 
forth. They got paint all over their clothes and the forge's floor, 
and only stopped their lively roughhousing when they could no longer 
breathe steadily. 

He slumped against the large work table, his stomach flipping with 
each rumbling laugh. Astrid leaned against him, still shaking with 
giggles, and cupped his cheeks to pull him into a quick kiss; he 
laughed faintly into her lips, diverted from the world. 

Then she rubbed her face all over his, their skin tacky upon contact 
due to the paint. They burst out laughing once more at the sight of 
their purple-stained faces and just sat together, 

blue-hand-in-red-hand, until they could breathe normally again, the 
overall goofyness of the whole situation bringing them a calm sense 
of companionship. 

Hiccup stood up, shaking the dust off him to no avail. He frowned 
down at his clothes, which were in dire need for a thorough cleanse 
sometime soon. 

"We're a hot mess, huh?" Astrid quipped. Hiccup nodded and stretched 
his now-purple hand to her; she took it and pulled herself up, 
rotating on the spot so he could take a better look. She was covered 
in dirt and soot and paint, red and blue and purple, her braid 
threatening to come undone and her headband slightly askew. But the 
smile on her face was genuinely amorous and happy. 

"Yep," Hiccup conceded, "We're a mess!" 

"Seriously though, red does suit you," Astrid chirped humorously. 
"Also, congratulations for making me act like a 
five-year-old. " 

"You're very much welcome!" Hiccup retorted, bowing almost to the 
floor, "Next time we could play doctors." 

He hadn't really said it with any intent on an innuendo, but the way 
her eyes dilated and her lips pursed told him he'd gone for the wrong 
choice of words. He blurted out his apology and wiggled his painted 
hands about as though trying to erase the words, but she just brushed 
it off with a nervous chuckle and an odd twitch of her 
shoulders . 



"Seriously Hiccup, the things you remember sometimes!" 


Astrid turned around and left the forge, circling it to her right so 
as to minimize the chance of being seen lathered up in paint, 
scurrying to her house. Hiccup couldn't recall what she was referring 
to, though, so he slipped his way back to his workshop to wash up. He 
picked up the discarded paint containers a€" he'd need to order more 
blue and red from Trader Johan a€" and stood looking at the empty red 
one thoughtfully. 

"Red suits mea€ 1 " Inspiration struck. Hiccup added some water to the 
remnants of paint, using it to colour his new sketches with dashes of 
crimson. When Toothless appeared at his doorstep. Hiccup just 
signalled for him to wait. 

"Just let me finish this, bud! She says she likes red on mea€ 1 I 
can't go overboard, thougha€ 1 " 

Toothless grumbled and scoffed, but decided to sit on his haunches 
and wait anyway. 

_Indeed, humans have the _strangest_ mating rituals I have ever 
witnessed_. 
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><pXstrong>END<strong> 


3 . Soap 

**Summary:** some things really shouldn't be experimented with. 
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><pXstrong>Soap<strong> 
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xp>"What're you doin' here so late? Back to your house, come on 
lad. "<p> 

Cobber's gentle nudge and kind tone stirred Hiccup awake. He'd fallen 
asleep at his desk in the smithy's back room again, his forehead 
rested upon his arms. Bleary-eyed, he blinked to dispel the mist that 
covered his vision. His drawing stick was still held between his left 
hand's fingers and he had carbon smudges on both hands. 

Looking down at his unfinished sketch a€" a new weapon he was 
designing for himself a€" Hiccup let out a yawn and stood up, 
drowsily allowing Cobber to guide him home. He would have fallen 
asleep while climbing the stairs to his loft again, if it hadn't been 
for the cold temperature. Hiccup snuggled under his fur blankets and 
drifted off into sleep again. 

He dreamed of finally taking down a dragon with his finished weapon. 
His life got so much better. His father recognized him. His peers 
admired him. Astrid returned his af f ect ionsa€ 1 



Hiccup woke up that morning with people yelling. He groaned, 
irritated. He'd gotten very little hours of sleep, judging by the 
headache now throbbing away at his temples. He was about to cover his 
ears to muffle the sounds, when he heard something that caught his 
attention . 

"a€l Trader Johan, finally!" 

Hiccup sprang out of bed almost immediately, nearly forgetting to put 
on his boots, headache now elapsed. He ran to the docks where 
everyone else was headed to with an unusual lightness to his steps, 
stopping briefly at the smithy only to gather some items he'd put 
aside for trade and the list of stuff he needed. 

Due to that year's particularly nasty winter storms. Trader Johan 
hadn't docked in Berk in almost six months now. It was far too long 
for anyone to go without the man's novelties and supplies. 

Hiccup was in dire need of ink, writing sticks, painting pencils, and 
some finer tools Gobber had no use for. 

The line for the ship was long and bustling with excited people, all 
of them too happy to about the ship's arrival to actually bother 
getting into arguments about said line. 

"Do not worry, my Hairy friends!" Trader Johan called out, "I will be 
staying here until the morrow, so you have plenty of time! Lucky for 
you, you're my favorite tribe in the entire Archipelago! Step right 
in, it' is a beautiful day for business!" 

The line grew behind Hiccup. Occasionally some folks would greet him 
good morning, more out of courtesy than anything else. People made 
excited conversation and laughed about what a relief it was to 
finally be making their trades, while Hiccup was entirely focused on 
what items he would need for some of his projects. 

In his distraction and amidst all the noise he barely noticed his 
peers arriving until Snotlout gave him a vigorous pat in the 
back . 

"Hiccup, cousin! Buddy! How are you?" 

"Hi guysa€ 1 " Hiccup said, wary of the forced enthusiasm with which 
Snoutlout greeted hadn't been "buddies" since they were seven, at 
least . 

"Thanks for saving that spot in line for us, " Tuffnut said loudly so 
that the now-scowling adults would hear him. He gave Hiccup a 
thumbs-up and took the place right in front of the brunet. 

Hiccup began to protest, but Ruffnut interrupted him. "Yeah, thanks 
man." And she, too, cut in front of him. Snotlout shoved the other 
two, placing himself at the lead of the group of teens. Even Fishlegs 
did it a€" though he at least had the decency to genuinely **thank** 
Hiccup . 

Snotlout extended a hand to Astrid, signalling for her to come stand 
next to him in line. But she merely shook her head and crossed her 
arms, apparently unamused. 



"I'm not cutting in front of all these people," she said irritably, 
gesturing to all the folks standing to their backs. 

"We're not _cutting in_, " Snotlout drawled, "we're just taking the 
spots that Hiccup _kept_ for us!" 

"Well, Hiccup hardly occupies _one_ spot as it isa€l" Ruffnut 
bantered . 

Astrid clicked her tongue impatiently and turned around to 
leave . 

"Come on, babe! The sooner we get out of here, the more time you and 
I will have to a€"" Snotlout didn't finish his sentence due to having 
an axe suddenly pointed at his throat. 

"Don't you even _dare_, " she seethed. He didn't. 

"You can take my place," Hiccup blurted out, blinking frantically. 
Astrid lowered the weapon. 

"What?" She asked, her annoyed expression softening. "No, Hiccup. I 
won ' t . " 

"No no, really, it's okay!" Hiccup said, stumbling backwards a€" his 
arms were full of contraptions and he had a full satchel dangling 
from his shoulder a€" gesturing at the vacant spot with his head. "I 
bet you have a pretty busy day ofa€ 1 uh, training." 

He really hoped Snotlout would have nothing to do with her day. 

"You know, because I can tell you train a lot. Hard. Because you're 
really good. And all that." Hiccup tripped on his words a little, 
slightly nervous because of the way she was looking at him and also 
due to the twins' snickering. 

"And I'm justaC 1 Hiccup, you know." He made a dismissive gesture with 
his shoulders and head. "It's my day off from the forge so yeah. Not 
really that busy. I can wait. See you." 

As Hiccup walked away he could hear Snotlout saying, "You know 
Astrid, I was actually just about to offer you my spot tooa€ 1 " 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>When Hiccup finally arrived at the Great Hall the day was well in 
through the afternoon and he was famished, but pleased that he'd 
gotten so many goodies from trading. <p> 

He ate with unusual appetite a€" he hadn't even had time to break his 
fast that morning, after all a€" and when he was well and full, he 
intended to run off to the forge immediately to get more work done on 
his new project. 

On his way back. Hiccup heard the twins roaring with laughter. And 
everyone knew that whenever the Thorstons laughed _like that_ there 
was sure to be **something **going on. He followed the sound of pure 
mirth well past his house, into the border of the forest. The closer 
he got the more he could hear. Now Fishlegs and Astrid' s voices 
joined in on the chorus of voices, further peaking his 



curiosity . 


Everyone was laughing a€" except for Snotlout, who was bright red in 
the face and donned the most pissed-off look Hiccup could ever recall 
seeing. Hiccup could see why a€" Snotlout 's hair was no longer 
black . 

Instead it looked like a mixture of brown, orange and yellow, in a 
way similar to a tabby cat. A ver ugly, overgrown, hairy cat. And a 
very grumpy one at that . 

Tuffnut dangled from a nearby tree branch with Snotlout 's helmet 
firmly gripped in his hands, but he was convulsing so hard that he 
risked falling with each bout of chortles. 

Even Hiccup had to bite back his lips, but a loud snort still escaped 
him. He immediately covered his mouth and nose to prevent being heard 
a€" he really didn't want Snotlout to pick him as a punching bag 
today a€" but luckily the twins were making too much noise for 
Hiccup's sound to be noticeable. 

"I told you already, _shut up_! " Snotlout barked to everyone else. 
"Trader Johan gave me a crappy soap! I'm going to go back there and 
punch the living daylights out of him!" 

Even Snotlout 's threats seemed comical. By now, Ruffnut was rolling 
on the floor clutching at her sides, Eishlegs was doubled over and 
slumped against a tree, Tuffnut was _just_ about to lose his balance 
and even Astrid had her elbow firmly clasped in front of her mouth, 
but Hiccup could see the tears welling in her eyes and the way her 
body twitched whenever she tried to take in breath. 

Eed up with all the mockery, Snotlout finally kicked the tree a€" 
sending a still-laughing Tuffnut careening to the ground with a loud 
thump a€" and reclaimed his helmet, not before placing a well-aimed 
kick at Tuffnut 's ribs. The blond Viking resumed his banter as soon 
as he got air back into his lungs though, and remained rolling about 
on the ground along with his sister. 

Snotlout marched past Hiccup, tackling him with his shoulder on the 
way out. "What are _you_ looking at," he growled, but Hiccup merely 
shook his head and shrugged, trying to seem as oblivious as 
possible . 

Snotlout stomped away, cussing heavily. After he was out of earshot. 
Hiccup finally voiced out his amusement, but not as enthusiastically 
as the others . 

"What happened?" Hiccup asked to anyone willing to answer. Ruffnut 
tried to reply, still breathless and trembling from the exertion, 
holding her aching red cheeks. 

"Sn, Snotlout, he trieda€ 1 " she breathed in, "to g-go blonda€ 1 " she 
snorted in a very un-ladylike manner and covered her mouth, unable to 
proceed . 

Tuffnut continuedin his sister's behalf, yelling out "He actually 
_said that_! He-he walked up t-to Astrid, " Tuffnut stood up and tried 
to mimic Snotlout 's face by tilting his head and pulling his lips 
into a quivering pucker, "Hey babea€ 1 ." 



He breathed in for further dramatic effect. "I've gone blond just for 
you." Tuffnut dropped to his knees and continued to laugh 
enthusiastically. 

Fishlegs stepped in, waving his beefy hands in the air. "And then he 
_took off his helmet_ and we see all of those colours!" 

It took them a while to finally wipe out all their tears and set 
their faces straight. Even Hiccup's cheeks hurt a€" after all, he did 
stand there grinning like an idiot the whole time. 

"What an idiot, that Snotlout!" Tuffnut said. 

"Right?" his sister agreed, smirking. "Trying to impress Astrid with 
dyed haira€ 1 ha! Like that ' d help. Right?" she said, this time to 
Astrid, nudging her. 

"Yeah. At least that was a fun way to end the day," said Astrid, 
smiling. She quickened her pace and disappeared towards her house, 
not before adding, "I prefer brown hair anyway. See you 
guys ! " 

Hiccup nearly stopped on his tracks, Astrid' s words rattling his 
brain. He told himself it was nothing, nothing at all, he was just 
overthinking it as usual... But he saw Fishlegs and the twins shoot 
him a silent, meaningful look. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>END<strong> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><spanXstrong>AN : * * Vikings prized blond hair very much - the 
darker the hair, the uglier they considered it. 

Blond hair was one of their upmost standards of beauty, and even men 
used a special soap to dye their hair blond. Of course, the dye 
doesn't take as well on black hair... Hahaha. Poor Snotlout. 

Please review, it means a lot. I thrive on feedback. Also, I don't 
bite. :p much. Unless you ask. xD 


4. Doctor, Doctor! 

**Summary:** Small children's innocence and imagination oftentimes 
get them into trouble. Dangly bits ahoy! 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


><pXstrong>Doctor , Doctor ! <strong> 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


xp>"Great idea, Hiccup!"<p> 

Now there's a phrase one seldom hears. Hiccup always seemed to have 
his head up in the air, coming up with strange ideas that eventually 



caused people very severe issues. 


His suggestions would usually catch grown men off guard; apparently 
his thought process a€" and even his choice of vocabulary a€" were 
deemed troublesome or unsuitable for Vikings. Especially for Vikings 
as _young_ as he was . 

The Chief's son seemed to have a bit of a knack for getting into 
trouble and sort of dragging everyone along with him. Like that time 
when he convinced all the kids his age to go searching for trolls. 
Obviously the most surefooted way to catch one was to build traps 
using left socks. 

There had been an argument about which sock was the left one as soon 
as they arrived at the first household. They eventually agreed they 
would use both socks, and see what would happen. 

As a result, the baffled inhabitants of Berk came to their homes and 
were met with a series of crooked contraptions in which their socks 
were the decoys. Others found their socks hanging at odd places in 
the forest, pinned on trees or under rocks. 

Some other time Hiccup suggested they set up "proper traps" to catch 
dragons with, since the ones the adults used were "not helping" . Said 
traps consisted in tying ropes from one house to the other, so 
**(** "theoretically " , said little Hiccup; none of the other kids 
understood what that meant but they nodded anyway**)** when the 
dragons flew between the houses they would get caught in them. 

This, of course, only caused several adults to trip over during a 
dragon raid. 

They got grounded for weeks in both occasions. 

The other children were beginning to become wary of Hiccup's 
troublesome ideas, and so didn't entirely trust him with suggestions 
for games. 

But this time the idea seemed harmless enough. Fishlegs was the first 
to agree a€" he hated fighting despite his clear size advantage, so 
he liked the idea of having a doctor oversee their wooden sword 
fights . 

Even if that doctor was just another five-year-old with a bunch of 
grass and flowers ("healing herbs") in his hands. 

"Okay then," Snotlout said, "You and Hiccup can be the doctors. You 
two can't fight anyway." 

Hiccup and Fishlegs nodded, unaffected by that last comment, and 
began to gather their supplies. 

"Boys fight boys and girls fight girls!" said Snotlout, as if it were 
the most obvious rule EVER. 

"But why?" Astrid enquired, balancing her wooden sword on her right 
hand testily. 

Snotlout didn't pick up the threat in her voice; he was still too 
young. He hadn't had enough time for his self-preservation instinct 



to kick in yet. Had this scene occurred a few years later, he might 
have thought out his words bettera€ 1 _might_. 

"You're a girl," said Snotlout dismissively , "and girls are weak and 
bad at everything." 

Astrid huffed and shoved Snotlout straight into a puddle. He yelped 
and shuffled to stand up, but she pushed him back down by stomping 
her foot firmly on his chest. 

"I'm not weak!" Astrid roared despite her petite frame, her blond 
double-tresses waving behind her head as she pointed the wooden sword 
at the fallen Snotlout, "And I'll prove it. Fight me." 

Snotlout removed her foot from his chest with a push and stood up, 
dripping like a wet dog and smellier than one. "Fine. Just don't get 
_too_ close, I don't want gross _girl cooties_ on me." 

Tuffnut laughed and nodded as if agreeing with Snotlout, but his 
sister immediately pulled on his shoulder-length hair. 

"I'm a girl, you idiot!" She snarled. 

"No need to remind me of that! Let go!" The male twin snapped back, 
dropping his sword. Well, technically it was one of Hiccup's spare 
wooden swords; the twins only had one of everything, except clothes 
(and at that age they wore each other's clothes often) . On the other 
hand. Hiccup had one too many toy swords which he seldom used, much 
to his father's dismay. 

Swords forgotten, the twins wrestled with each other on the muddy 
ground. The other children spared them a bemused glance before 
setting to their own activities. 

Of course, as is typical with small children, ten minutes into it the 
"doctors" were already elbow-deep into "tending" wounds: scratches, 
bruises, you name it. 

Astrid wound up giving Snotlout a swollen lip. She made him admit 
girls aren't week, and high-fived Ruffnut triumphantly when he did 
(Ruffnut was sitting on her brother, pulling his hair) . 

But in the end, Astrid assisted Fishlegs in treating Snotlout. Even 
Ruffnut stopped to appreciate Hiccup's careful work on Tuffnut (who 
kept moaning "_0w ow ow ! I am hurt, I am very much hurt! My hair 
hurts !_" ) 

Every one of them was beginning to enjoy this new variation of the 
game, much their surprise. Someone tripped and fell over, call the 
doctor. Someone got hit in the head, call the doctor. An imaginary 
herd of wild yaks trampled over Ruffnut, call the doctor. The romans 
invaded Berk and cut off Snotlout 's hand, call the 
doctor . 

Eventually, even Astrid accompanied Hiccup on a "quest" to search for 
Yggdrasil, the Tree of Life. It was highly necessary in order to save 
Tuffnut, their Chief, wounded while fighting a horde of enormous 
dragons . 

She was the one wielding the biggest sword, to fend off potential 



attackers from the healer a€" who also carried a sword with him just 
in case, but was much clumsier with it. And so they went, fighting 
goblins and trolls, dragons and dark elves, and even a_ jA5tun_, all 
of those within the first twenty yards of the forest. 

Astrid swung her sword at said invisible _JA5tun_ with extravagant 
verve . 

"Die, fiend!" She yelled valiantly at it, slashing her toy sword 
viciously at the empty aira€ 1 and hitting little Hiccup instead, 
right on the groin. He fell to the ground with a wimper and a thud, 
his hands instinctively acting as a barrier against further 
assaults . 

"Doctor down, doctor down!" Astrid yelled in concern at the sight of 
Hiccup splayed on the ground, writing about. She actually fount it 
rather comical, but was in such a mood for their roleplaying that she 
wanted to do this right. 

She could not wait for Fishlegs to arrive, so she bent down on the 
ground and shook Hiccup with her arms. 

"Stop moving!" She scolded the "mortall"y wounded boy, tugging at his 
pants . 

He just barely had time to register the pulling. "WHAT are you 
doing?" he whined. 

"I'm saving you," she replied in matter-of-fact ly, "Or you'll bleed 
to death ! " 

Hiccup suddenly became very, very wary of their game of make-believe. 
"No, I won't! I'll be okay! I **am** fine!" 

"I want to see if your leg's okay!" He struggled, she pulled. He 
tried to push her off, but she was stronger. 

"You didn't hit me in the leg!" He tried to tell her, but by then it 
was too late. She managed to yank his pants down to his knees, but 
unfortunately for him his skivvies went along the ride. 

Astrid stopped immediately, staring, her eyes wide. 

"What is **that**?" She asked in complete disbelief. What the Hel was 
that thing dangling there between his legs? 

"Nothing!" Hiccup yelped, taking her moment of distraction to pull 
his pants up and scramble back to his feet. In the meantime, the rest 
of the gang arrived. 

"What's wrong?" asked Fishlegs, concerned. 

"I think I hurt Hiccup, " Astrid said with her hands covering her 
mouth, preoccupied that she'd somehow _damaged_ the boy. "It's 
swollen . " 

"What is?" Snotlout asked, taking a step further and staring at 
Hiccup's red face. It didn't look swollen at all. 


"Between his legs," Astrid said, pointing at the worrisome area. 



Everyone shifted their gaze there, making Hiccup even more 
uncomfortable . 


Hiccup groaned and glared at Astrid. "Nothing is swollen, I'm _fine_ 
now. That's just how it looks." 

She seemed taken aback, but was teeming with curiosity. "I don't have 
that," Astrid said, "What's it called?" 

They all jumped to look at Ruffnut when she let out a loud "Oh!" and 
smacked her right fist on her left palm. 

"That's where boys pee from," Ruffnut explained to Astrid, looking 
smug about knowing something Astrid didn't. She then added 
thoughtfully, "it looks pretty stupid." 

"Hey!" Tuffnut grumbled and shoved his sister, nearly tripping her. 
"You're the one to talk! Girls look like someone forgot to put 
something down there." 

"Is that why girls don't pee standing?" Fishlegs asked out of sheer 
bookish curiosity. "Where do they pee from, then?" He seemed both 
confused and preoccupied. 

"Duh, " Ruffnut droned whilst pulling her brother's hair, "from the 
same place, only we don't have that silly snake-thing . " 

"I bet that's where their cooties come from," Snotlout added+, 
shuddering exaggeratedly. 

"We _don't_ have cooties," Astrid warned, then added out of sheer 
spitefulness, "And you're right Ruffnut, it _does_ look pretty 
stupid . " 

Hiccup made to protest - he resented having one of his favorite body 
parts being called stupid or silly -, but was ignored. 

"I bet yours looks stupider," Snotlout spit back. Challenge 
accepted . 

And that's how they all got grounded a€" again. Termagent Ingerman 
came in looking after her son Fishlegs, and found the bunch of 
five-year-olds staring at each other's exposed body bits and laughing 
like maniacs. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>END<strong> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


XpXst rong>AN : * * 

I wonder WHO never went through this stupid little moment as a small 
kid. xD 

And of course boys think their wee-wees are the coolest thing every 
because they can pee standing up... Which, admittedly, is cool and 
useful . 



But I digress. 

I always imagined Hiccup was very charismatic ever since he was 
little. But the other kids eventually got tired of his eccentricit ies 
and his troublemaking - oddly enough I think that not even the Twins 
caused the same problems , or at least when they did it was between 
themselves and not the other children. :) 

Hiccup was eventually deemed an oddball by the adults, who influenced 
the other children's opinions, and the rest we all know... 

Don't forget to leave a review, even if it's just one word. Even if 
it's just the word "review". _(no okay scratch that, that ' d be 
silly ) _ 


5. Terror Tales 

And another drabble! This one's just plain random. I love horror 
flicks, and was talking about them with some friends last 
night . 

Oddly enough, I had a pretty creepy dream (that had nothing to do 
with this, but still) . I SWEAR I woke up with a chill and a weird 
feeling of something pressing on my back, but there was NOTHING 
there. Euck. 

Young gang. Couldn't help myself but throw in the tinest bit of 
Hiccup-Astrid interaction., because of reaons . Yeah. 

**Summary**: fear is but a survival instinct, triggered by pain or a 
threat of danger... or your whatever lurks in your imagination. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Terror Tales<strong> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"Close your eyes and call her name three times, they say, and she 
comes to take you when the darkness leaves; so you may never open 
them again. "<p> 

They had asked for a tale, the fools. He would tell them one. "Yet 
you do it, to prove them wrong." 

"All is silent at first; you can only hear your own breath start to 
quiver and your heart hammering in your ears..." said the old man 
calmly and slowly. 

"Then it begins with the sound of scratching a€" nails dragging upon 
stone. That's when you know she's there, out to get you. The hunt has 
starteda€ 1 and you are her prey." 

The freezing wind blew against the tree branches outside and whistled 
ominously through the leaves, so loudly it could be heard indoors. It 
sent a chill down each person's back, like a thousand needles 
pricking tirelessly at their bones. 


"Then all of your body grows cold, " he continued, eyes bulging from 



"the moment she begins to 


their sockets, hands writing in the air, 

_hum_. " 

"It's the sound, you see, that crawls down your ears like maggots," 
the old man twisted his long spidery fingers in the empty air, the 
game of dull orange light and dusky shadows cast from the hearth 
adding to the unsettling effect of his words. 

"There may be not a soul alongside you, but you can hear _her_. She's 
warning youa€ 1 but there's nowhere else to run; it's dark and cold 
and you can't keep your feet steady." 

The old man's voice continued unnervingly cool and raspy to his 
silent crowd. 

"The smell comes next. It is that of ungodly corruption a€" seeping 
through your nose, raking your throat raw as it fills with bile, 
reaching down your stomach and **pulling**it inside out." 

The old man growled then, his hands motioning sickeningly in the air; 
a terrified whimper escaped from the otherwise still mute 
audience . 

"Her skin is clammy and sticky, the long-since dead flesh pale and 
glistening under the moonlight, patches of it peeling off her as she 
moves toward you. They lay there, those bits of skin, decaying on the 
floor. You can hear them falling too, hear them slapping on the 
ground with a plop, each time getting closer. 

"What little hair she has left is black as night and clings to her 
skull, barely covering her white dead eyes. Her mouth is but a black 
void littered with rotten teeth, lipless and ever open, eager for 
fresh flesh. You cannot see her; but you know she's there. You feel 
her presence _closing in_. " 

The group huddled closer together unconsciously , seeking comfort in 
each other's proximity. 

"You keep fumbling in the gloom, keep looking for a way out when 
there is none. You run to the left; run to the right; stumble and 
trip and fall . " 

The suspense had built up dangerously, the faces watching the 
storyteller intently as people held their breath. "So you tell 
yourself you need to see where you're going to escape. You open your 
eyesa€ 1 

"She _hates_ being seen." 

He paused to gather momentum as someone gasped. 

"a€" but she smiles before _ripping the heart from your chest_. " The 
boy who had whimpered before now let out a full-blown screech, jumped 
up and crashed nervously against his friend on his side, both 
quivering. The look on everyone else's faces was priceless. 

"Your fresh blood drips on the floor and covers her hand and face 
while she devours your heart, the steam from it filling the air 
around you. But you're not dead. You can feel it. You can see it. 
Because **you** have called her, and now you will have to 



**watch** . " 


The old man's expression softened as soon as he finished. He scanned 
everyone's faces a€" mostly terrified ones a€" and let out a 
satisfied cackle, nodding approvingly. "You were the ones who asked 
for a terror tale!" 

"Tha's right!" Gobber conceded, a little less enthusiastically than 
usual, "Time t ' get off t'yer beds, all of you!" 

He gestured to the children, motioning at them to stand up. He pulled 
Fishlegs a€" the screamer a€" and Snotlout apart, ordering them to 
take their leave. 

The ten-year-olds shakily a€" yet begrudgingly a€" bid their 
farewells to their visitor before heading home. 

The man was an old Viking sailor from an isle far away, and was 
called The Storyteller by his much younger companions. That's why 
Fishlegs had asked the man to tell them a tale, but Tuffnut was the 
one who said it had to be scary. 

Hiccup a€" being Hiccup, of course a€" couldn't help himself. He 
doubled back behind Gobber and approached the elder. He asked the 
withered sailor what was the name of the woman from the tale. 

"Sure you want to know, boy?" Hiccup nodded firmly. Reading the 
curiosity and resolve in the child's eyes, the old man chuckled 
darkly . 

He leaned over listlessly and whispered, "_DauA° ramein 

Little Hiccup felt a chill from his ears down to his spine and left 
without saying another word, scurrying hurriedly through the 
nearly-empty , darkened Mead Hall. He knew the blast of cool air that 
hit him the moment he stepped out was just caused by the cold 
weather, but he quivered in discomfort nonetheless. 

"Off t'yer homes then, the lot of ye! It's past yer bedtime!" Gobber 
bellowed . 

As they were ushered down the stone steps of the hill, the other 
children all bombarded Hiccup with the same question: "What did you 
ask the old sailor?" 

At first. Hiccup didn't want to say it. The tale had spooked him out 
a little, and even he wasn't sure what had possessed him to ask the 
name of the undead killera€l but he eventually told the others, 
anyway . 

"_DauA° ramein?_" Snotlout repeated airily, trying to hide his 
uneasiness. Snotlout could never pass up an opportunity to look 
tougher than anyone else. Especially when he figured that might help 
impress Astrid. 

The moment he had started taking interest in her a€" during last 
year's Thawfest games, actually a€" he'd become completely unbashful 
about it. "Sounds stupid." 

"I think it's scary," Fishlegs quipped, looking a little 



pale . 


"Dude, you're scared of _crabs_, " Tuffnut added, dismissively waving 
his hands in the air. 

"Crabs can snap your fingers off!" Fishlegs replied heatedly. 

"It's just a tale," Astrid said flatly, her arms crossed over her 
chest. "Stories can't hurt you." 

Hiccup gazed at her fondly; he always thought her to be so brave, and 
admired her for it. Unlike Snotlout, though. Hiccup wasn't very open 
with his feelings. He would just gawk oddly at the blond-haired 
shieldmaiden-in-training, until he would realize his jaw had gone 
slack . 

Snotlout noticed his cousin's little display of attention and, 
shoving Hiccup aside, began to boast loudly about how Astrid was, 
indeed, quite correct . "That was just a silly bedtime story to 
me ! " 

Ruffnut immediately latched herself to Snotlout 's beefy arm and gave 
it a vigorous tug, forcing him to a halt. 

"Really?" she asked deviously, "Then you wouldn't mind calling her 
name out with your eyes closed, would you?" 

"Why would I? I already said I think it's stupid. I don't believe any 
of it." Snotlout said defensively, but he did feel a bit of a 
queasiness in his stomach. He swallowed it down and inflated his 
chest . 

"If you're not scared of it, then you'll **do** it!" Ruffnut 
insisted . 

"Why don't **you** do it, then?" Snotlout spit back. 

"Huh, looks like you're chickening out after all," the girl Thorston 
commented slyly. Oh yak on a stick. Ruffnut had him 
cornered . 

"Fine," Snotlout conceded with fake detachment, "I'll play your 
stupid game a€"" 

"But", Tuffnut cut him off, "We gotta go somewhere quiet. Somewhere 
indoors . " 

Snotlout wanted to ask _why_, because he did feel a lot safer 
_outside_, but he didn't want to look scared. He was relieved when 
Fishlegs began calling them to reason, but none of the other kids a€" 
not even Hiccup a€" seemed to share the plump boy's concerns . 

They were in it for the thrill of adventure, at this point; Snotlout 
was the ideal guinea pig for it. 

Everyone was surprised when it was Astrid who suggested Hiccup's 
place, since his dad was still going to be in the Mead Hall for a 
while longer. Hiccup groaned and wanted to protest a€" his room was 
currently a bit of a mess a€" but nobody gave him the chance . 



It was an obscure and icy winter night; they rushed to the Chief's 
house in quick strides, the cold wind biting at their ears and noses 
and chilling them as it rushed through their clothes. 


The moon was but a slit in the sky, providing very little light to 
steer the darkness away. Even the enormous braziers, held up high in 
the sky on their wooden pillars, flickered weakly against the Nordic 
gale . 

If the atmosphere alone wasn't enough to creep a bunch 
often-year-olds out, the horror story in itself certainly did the 
trick. They were Vikings, however, and so considered themselves very 
tough; a little bit of extra adrenaline was only good for them. 

They hurried upstairs to Hiccup's bedroom, where he lit up a candle 
and placed it on his bedside table. Nobody cared about the messiness 
a€" aside from Astrid, no one even seemed to bother looking 
around . 

The way she was eyeing Hiccup's drawings on the walls made him feel a 
little bit self-conscious ; her eyes flicked over him for a quick 
instant before focusing on Snotlout. Hiccup forced his eyes away from 
her and towards his cousin as well, awaiting quietly. 

The group stared at Snotlout with growing expectation. 

"Just a stupid game, " he mumbled more to himself than to the others, 
before clearing his throat. His palms were sweaty now, his stomach in 
a turmoil. He ignored his body's reactions and steadied his voice, 
before closing his eyes tightly shut. 

It was now or never. 

"_DauA° ramein He called once, unwaveringly. He balled his 
fists . 

"_DauA° ramein Second time. He held his 
breath . 

"* *DauA° ramein* He said, one final time. His voice faltered 
slightly, but he kept his stance, eyes closed and fists 
clenched . 

Nothing happened; all he could hear was the thrumming of his own 
heart and an occasional breath from one of the others. The quietude 
was eerie, however. 

"Well?" Tuffnut asked impatiently after a creepy silence. "Do you 
hear anything?" 

"Of course not," Snotlout replied with relief. 

"Maybe we need to wait longer, " Ruffnut suggested. 

"Told you it was a dupe, " quipped Astrid, her hands now on her hips 
as she smirked. 

"Well, that's a relief," Fishlegs said. Hiccup nodded in 
agreement . 



But then Snotlout jerked suddenly, his eyes still closed, hissing at 
the other kids to keep quiet. 


"What?" Fishlegs asked immediately. Snotlout 's only response was a 
heated "Be quiet!" and they all fell back into a cautious 
silence . 

"Do youa€ 1 hear that?" He asked in a hushed voice, his eyes still 
shut as he scrunched his face in an effort to concentrate on 
something. Everyone else exchanged glances and shrugged. 

"Hear what?" Astrid whispered back, an eyebrow cocked in scepticism; 
yet her blue eyes squinted with stinging hesitation. 

An almost livid Snotlout replied, barely audible, "Thata€l 
scratchinga€ 1 " 

What was he talking about? They looked around in confusion, trying to 
see if anyone else gave signs of hearing somethinga€ 1 and then a cold 
gust of wind. The candle blew out. 

Darkness enveloped them with its chilly fingers, forcing everyone to 
let out a whimper. 

"What?" Snotlout demanded, his voice breaking with worry. He was 
regretting this **so much** right now. 

"Th- the light," Hiccup said, "The candlelight is out." He fumbled 
with his pockets but couldn't find the flint again. It didn't help 
that someone was now clutching his shoulder, fingers digging into his 
skin and giving him a small tug. He jumped at first, but realized it 
was Astrid the moment she spoke. 

"Get the light back on. Hiccup, " she commanded, but he couldn't find 
the flint. _Where was that flint_? He could have sworn in was in his 
pocket a€" 

He picked up a sound then, despite the minor hubbub from the other 
kidsa€ 1 The** scratching* * . 

"Oh no," little Hiccup murmured, "a€l I hear it too." 

All the other children stilled in their places, unmoving. Astrid' s 
grip on his shoulder tightened to the point of being painful. 

Everyone else could hear it now: a faint scratching, coming for the 
lefta€ 1 no, the right. 

Now it was somewhere else. 

Now it was everywhere. 

Eishelgs whimpered pityingly. Someone decided to try to move and 
stumbled somewhere, cursing. It was then they heard a low drone, 
wavering yet cent inuousa€ 1 like someone moaning in paina€ 1 The chill 
settled in their stomachs, panic beginning to pool in their very 
core . 

"We need light!" Tuffnut cried out in exasperation. 

"I can't find the flint!" Hiccup complained, still searching his 



every pocket . 


Astrid's grip loosened for a moment as she pulled him closer and 
started to feel at his clothes, patting at him with forceful taps. 
"_I'll find it_, " she growled, basically smacking the boy silly all 
over the place. 

Well, he couldn't deny he'd wanted Astrid to be close to him for the 
longest time now; but this was completely uncomfortable and painful 
and he was pretty much sure the whole experience was supposed to feel 
the exact _opposite_. So he tried to get her to stop, which never 
usually worked out anyway so he wondered why he still even 
tried . 

Chaos erupted the moment Snotlout shrieked out, "Oh Gods! I can feel 
it ! The smell ! " 

The **smell**. Everyone could feel it, tooa€ 1 

Tuffnut ran straight against Hiccup's wall, hitting it with such 
force he collapsed on the ground, unconscious. His twin sister 
blindly tripped on him and screamed, scared witless that she might 
have stumbled on the dead woman. 

Her yelp freaked Fishlegs out even further, causing him to hurl his 
dinner all over the floor. Astrid gripped Hiccup's tunic tightly, 
giving up on the idea of finding the damned flint; he swayed 
unsteadily, mindlessly spreading his arms protectively around his 
friend . 

As soon as Snotlout heard the sound of something squishing, he let 
out a high-pitched squeal a€" "_IT'S HER ROTTING FLESH !_" a€" that 
threatened to pierce everyone else's eardrums. 

At that moment Tuffnut bolted upwards, wide awake thanks to the 
blood-curdling yelp, running the opposite direction from the wall and 
crashing into Snotlout, who was immediately sent hurtling through the 
doorway and down the stairs from the loft with a startled cry. 

By now Fishlegs was sobbing, Ruffnut had found Hiccup's bed and hid 
herself under the fur blanket, Tuffnut was yelling shaky apologies in 
Snotlout 's direction a€" who lay sprawled at the end of the stairs 
a€" and Astrid had all but jumped on Hiccup's lap, causing the skinny 
kid to collapse to the ground in a very inelegant fashion. 

They were all going to die. 

That woman was going to come for them, and eat their hearts, and make 
them watch, and a€" 

"WHAT IN THOR'S NAME IS GOING ON?" Came Cobber's booming voice from 
downstairs. He'd heard the kids screaming on his way to the privy and 
went to investigate, only to find a terrified group of kids yelling 
that the dead woman had killed Snotlout. 

Snotlout, of course, was pretty much alive. Just very sore. He 
refused to open his eyes the entire next day, convinced that the 
thing was haunting him, even after he was told perfectly logical 
explanations . 



The scratching sound was only the mice running about (the Haddock 
household cat had died a fortnight prior and had not yet been 
replaced) . As for the smell and squishing, those had been a result of 
Fishlegs' upset stomach. The candle going out had been due to a 
breeze, certainly. 

But the fact is, to this day none of them likes to speak of that 
night. It's just one of those weird "what if" moments, caged securely 
in the back of their heads, never allowed to see daylight. 

Even now, the sound of scratching makes Snotlout's hairs stand up in 
the back of his head. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>THE END<p> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Since I'm kinda lazy and rather unimaginative, the name 
"<em>DauA°ramein<em>" is a mix of the words "pain" and "death" in Old 
Norse . 

Does anyone have anything against bumping the rating to **t** ? 
Because there might be one or another drabble that can't fit into the 
K+ rating, haha. (and I may or may not have already written something 
along those lines, derp.) 

Opinions are very well received. :D also if you have any horror 
favorites - books or movies -** I WOULD LOVE TO KNOW** because i 
seriously can't find enoough good stuff. 


6 . Bump 

Hope you like it. I wanted it short but sweet. :3 

**Summary:** it's those small moments of happiness you want to hold 
on to... Cue gratuitous Hiccstrid fluff for no apparent 
reason . 

**Warning:** character death... Nah, I'm kidding! Warning is for 
excessive fluff and some sexual references. Rating now bumped to 

T. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Bump<p> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Hiccup ran his fingers over her exposed belly for what seemed 
like the hundredth time that evening. He pressed his head upon it, 
listening intently as he absent-mindedly caressed the sweat-glistened 
skin . <p> 

The look on his face was one of sheer bliss and pure adoration. As 
they lay silently in bed, catching their breath under the fur 
blankets, the pitter-patter of the rain on their rooftop created the 
perfect background sound for the unperturbed atmosphere. 



It was a good thing Hiccup had created a glassed hatchway for their 
ceiling when he built their marital home a€" it the very first ever 
on any Viking dwelling. In fact, theirs was the very first house to 
have actual windows in Berk, an idea he'd picked up abroad. The glass 
was thick and robust but still allowed Astrid to lose her gaze in the 
stars above as they seemed to melt away, an illusion caused by the 
rain that trickled down on the glass. 

"Everything's okay, you know. I feel fine," Astrid said, smiling at 
her husband. "Reeeally finea€l" she murmured, her voice dripping with 
that typical afterglow. 

His light beard tickled her skin softly; his lips melted against her 
navel like warm butter. 

"I just want to make sure, that's all." 

Hiccup had been extremely wary during the initial phase of Astrid' s 
gestation. It seemed comical to everyone else; Hiccup always referred 
to it as "their" pregnancy, like he himself was also with 
child . 

Everyone saw Hiccup's thoughtfulness as sweet and endearing a€" 
Vikings were tough, but even they had a soft spot for babies a€", yet 
it had been Hel of a process for Astrid. Convincing her spouse that 
lovemaking would NOT harm the baby proved a godlike task, especially 
since Astrid' s hormones had thought it a good idea to couple an 
increased libido with extreme mood swings. 

A deadly combination if there ever was one. 

Sprinkle in the constant queasiness in her stomach (whoever decided 
to call those things "morning sickness" deserved a kick in the head; 
they should be called "_all day long never catch a break go vomit on 
your dragon's saddle while flying_" kind of sickness), and you have a 
winning formula for disaster walking around Berk with an axe in hand 
and a Nadder at her command. 

The fact that Hiccup initially wouldn't dare touch Astrid with a 
ten-foot pole only made it worse. It was only after she had the 
craziest meltdown a€" blame it on those hormones a€" that Hiccup 
finally snapped out of it. Well, that and having a healer _assure_ 
him that it was both fine and even recommendable that they not cease 
their amorous undertakings. 

On the other hand, there had also been this extremely awkward phase 
that lasted for nearly three weeks. Hiccup became whiny; he was 
moody; he rejected his food and gagged frequently. Gothi gave her 
peculiar diagnosis a€" _sympathetic pregnancy_, something basically 
unheard of in the Viking age. 

Astrid had laughed heartily despite herself; she had married the 
single most _compassionate_ man in all the Barbaric Archipelago. 

Maybe even all of Midgard. 

After that, things finally returned to relative normalitya€l Sort of. 
Hiccup had always had a thing for cuddling after their activities, 
and early into their wedding the way he would just gaze upon her 
nearly freaked Astrid out. But she got used to it, and began to 



relish those moments of tenderness. 


However, after her stomach started growing out it was like Hiccup 
couldn't stop _looking_ at it. He seemed truly flabbergasted each 
time he looked at her rising belly, as if it had just popped up in 
the middle of his wife's body absent warning and he had to gawk at it 
out of sheer surprise. 

His enthusiasm always made her smile madly; there was such a change 
in his persona inside the bedchamber, like he had a split 
personality . 

He would invariably lose himself during their lovemaking, 
transforming from a€" well. Hiccup a€" into a sensual young man with 
an unbelievable pelvic thrust, sweltering lips and curious hands that 
never stood still. 

Years of dragon riding had given him mastery over the sway of his 
hips, which Astrid thanked the Gods for each night, her prayers 
filling the air in wordless cries and muffled gasps. 

After each time he would dedicate a moment to pull her closer and 
bask in their intimacy, invariably kissing her shoulders sheepishly 
and avoiding eye contact for a few moments. He always did that; 
always . 

He still did that tonight, as in all previous nights, but recently he 
had taken into sinking lower in bed to attend to her stomach. The day 
when he first felt the baby kick he almost hadn't been able to stop 
laughing in disbelief and overjoy. 

"Rest assured. Everything's okay," she told him again, although she 
knew her words made no difference. He'd become less and less worried, 
and more and more caring. He wasn't just checking if everything was 
alright; he was giving the unborn baby his attention. 

Hiccup was the kind of man who never stopped seeing the magic in the 
world with child-like wonder. There was this underlying innocence, 
despite all he'd been through and the world he lived in, that never 
truly left him. 

Astrid would have melted right there on the spot, had that been 
possible. The way Hiccup had just started to coo at her belly was 
simply too adorable to standa€ 1 

It was also kinda hot, too. 

Astrid bit her lower lip thoughtfully. She dragged her fingers 
through his sweat-dampened hair and urged him back up to her lips for 
a tantric kiss. Eventually, she felt him grow against her thigh and 
she sighed in expectation, resonating in the same frequency of 
yearning that he emitted. 

"Hey babea€ 1 wanna go again?" He asked goofily in that 
oh-so-very-Hiccup fashion, shaking his head suggestively like an 
untamed dog. Astrid laughed at his silliness and nodded, welcoming 
him back inside of her. 



><p>END<p> 


* * 


* 


><p>You guys ever heard of the <strong>Couvade syndrome<strong>? 

Hehe . I picture Hiccup would be so involved and excited about the 
pregnancy he started breaking down with symptoms as well! 

Lol . 

/stupid headcanons are stupid but I'm a sucker for fluff, what can I 
say? Maybe I'll write about that specif ically . If anyone would like 
to read about a giddy Hiccup, that is. LOL. 


7 . Behind Closed Curtains 

Please don't hate me for this ridiculous excuse of a drabble. I 
just... I don't know. Okay? XD 

**Summary**: in which poor Fishlegs accidentally eavesdrops on a 
"conversation" that's not very healthy for his virgin earsaC 1 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Behind closed curtains<strong> 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


><p>Fishlegs needed to go get his father's favourite sword sharpened. 
He knew Cobber was busy doing supplies inventory with the Chief for 
the day, but hoped at least Hiccup might be available a€" today was a 
no-fly day, what with the horrid chilly gales blowing mightily around 
Berk. Not even the dragons wanted to leave their masters' 
households . <p> 

So Fishlegs wrapped a warm thick scarf around his neck, trotted up 
the hill to the Chief's residence and knocked. Nobody replied, of 
course; neither of the Haddocks had a habit of being indoors if they 
could help ita€ 1 

Which was absolutely mind-boggling as far as Fishlegs was concerned. 
In days like these he loved to just snuggle with Meatlug under a nice 
warm blanket and read a book or two or three. 

Now to check the forge for any sign of the Chief's son. 

As he approached the building, he could hear the voices coming from 
the back; one of them was definitely Hiccup's. Good. Fishlegs made 
his way into the smithy and was just about to pull Hiccup's 
workshop's curtain backaC 1 when he heard **it**. 

Something a€" or rather, someone a€" thudded against the 
wall . 

Fishlegs' hand suspended in mid-air, awaiting its brain's command. 
Maybe that sound had just been outside. 

Another thud. A groan. Nope, that was inside. _Behind_ the 
curtain . 



The voices floated from that unseen space and Fishlegs dropped his 
hand, leaning in a little closer. He wasn't eavesdropping, just... 
Trying to make sure he wouldn't be interrupting something. Fishlegs 
didn't want to be rude, after all. 

"Ow! Hiccup, be careful." Someone hissed. Not just someone; that was 
Astrid's voice, no doubt there. There was some rustling of fabric on 
a hard surface - wood or metal. 

What were they doinga€ 1 ? 

"I'm trying, I'm trying." Hiccup said, his voice strained, "But we're 
not angled right . " 

"Maybe I should just climb off for now, " Astrid suggested, "Give you 
a better view . " 

Now Fishlegs was confused. Better view of what? 

"No no, don't climb off." Hiccup pleaded, "At least not yet. Just 
give me a little longer, will you?" 

"Okaya€ 1 But I'm not very comfortable like this, you know?" Astrid 
said. Hiccup apologized. More rustling followed, a few more groans 
and even a couple of gasps. Fishlegs inched even closer to the 
drapes, trying to comprehend what could possibly be making all those 
different sounds. 

Fabrica€ 1 clothes? The clattering and the tinkering, maybea€ 1 was 
Astrid wearing her studded skirt today? Or maybe _she wasn't wearing 
it anymore_. Oh. 

"Ahh, " Astrid hummed, "that's a nice touch. Try it again." 

"Okaya€ 1 " Hiccup said tentatively. There was an inaudible whisper, 
followed by a small twang a€" and whatever it was that Hiccup did, it 
immediately made Astrid giggle. 

Astrid. _* *Giggling* 

By this point Fishlegs was completely red all over his face, but he 
was in a sort of trance; he tried telling his _legs_ to move out of 
the way, but they didn't budge. And they're on his name! The nerve of 
them . 

"Okay, now I'll try," Astrid's voice rattled with curiosity and 
amusement, while Fishlegs' brain rattled with some very, _very_ 
indiscrete thoughts. 

"Okay. You press it like thisa€l" Hiccup said, and there was some 
more rustling and shifting about behind that curtain. Astrid giggled 
**again** . 

Fishlegs made a mental note to ask Hiccup exactly what the heck he 
was doing to the girl. Not that Fishlegs was planning on putting that 
knowledge to the test anytime soon. It was just fora€ 1 academic 
purposes. Yes. He merely had a theoretical interest in in. Plain 
bookish inquisitiveness. 


Of course. 



"Hiccupa€l" Astrid started again after a little while, "I really want 
to stretch my legs." 

"Okay, just hold on a little longer." 

"Easy for you to say. I'm not in the most comfortable of positions, 
you knowa€ 1 This place is so cramped." 

Sweet Frigga on a pedestal, _positions_? Poor Fishlegs' mind had gone 
rampant by now, and the images he conjured up were those of a very 
acrobatic nature; limited, of course, as was his knowledge of... 
whatever it was thet Astrid and Hiccup were doing back there. There 
was some more shuffling and ruffling; then some tinkering and 
gasping. What the Hel. 

"Sorry! But this is what works better for me." 

Well. Fishlegs never really thought of Hiccup as a greedy person. 
Guess he was wrong. 

"Besides, " Hiccup started again, his voice now a little tense, "this 
in the only place nobody will bother us. People almost never come 
back here . " 

"I know, but stilla€l" 

"Okay, almost done here. Just hold stilla€l Yeah, okay. Now just sit 

back like that," Hiccup instructed, "anda€l how does that 

feel?" 

Fishlegs couldn't really tell WHAT those noises were, but it sounded 
like Astrid wasa€ 1 jumping? Shaking? He had no idea, but it sounded 
crazy ! 

"Feels fine. It fits alright! That's actually a lot more 
comfortable," Astrid replied happily. There was some more shaking, 
then feet stomping on the ground, and Astrid whimpered a€" Fishlegs 
felt a little frazzled despite himself. 

"Great! Well then, we're all done for today." Hiccup let out a long, 
long sigh and there was another thump and a thud, a swish and then a 
clatter . 

What in Odin's blind eye were they doing? 

"Sorry if it took too long Astrid, it's just I'd never tried that 
before . " 

Tried what before? 

"Ah, that's okay. I'm glad you called me over for it, 
anyway . " 

Called her over FOR WHAT? 

"Well, doing this by myself just really isn't the same thinga€ 1 
Thanks . " 


Doing 


* *WHAT* * 


BY HIMSELF? 



"Sure! Technically you're doing **me** a favour, so you can borrow me 
anytime you want." 

Fishlegs heard them kiss a€" there was some mild slushing followed by 
a loud smack a€" and then Hiccup chuckled. "Anyt imea€ 1 ? " 

"Anytime, " Astrid replied, nearly a whisper a€" but by now Fishlegs 
was so close to the curtain he could hear a fly land on a needle. 

By Thor, were they going to go at it again? Maybe if Fishlegs pulled 
the drapes juuuust a little bit to the side, he'd be able to a€" 

The curtain swung open suddenly and Astrid nearly collided into the 
statuesque Fishlegs a€" who went from bright pink to pale white and 
then back to pink again like a flashing Snoggletog light, stumbling 
backwards like he'd been poked by a hot metal rod. 

Astrid looked taken aback and seemed to eye Fishlegs with unmasked 
suspicion; Hiccup just looked nervous. He shuffled about and stepped 
outside of his workshop, pulling the curtain close behind him. The 
couple's clothes seemed dishevelled, their cheeks a little more 
colourful than usual, strands of hair sticking in all the wrong 
directions . 

"Hey there, Fishlegs! What brings you over to my neck of the 
woods ? " 

Fishlegs didn't know anymore. He didn't even know whether he was more 
scared or more embarrassed by the whole episode. 

He stammered and stuttered and tripped on his own tongue and made a 
perfectly nonsensical excuse for himself, then rotated on the spot 
and scampered off the opposite direction. 

The couple stared blankly at the wobbly Fishlegs as he scurried back 
to his house. 

"a€l What did he mean, he _left his socks on the stove_?" Hiccup 
inquired. His girlfriend merely shrugged and shook her head, just 
about as flabbergasted as he was. Fishlegs did have his odd moments 
every now and then, so this little episode didn't really surprise 
Astrid. She then noticed something lying on the ground. 

"Look, isn't that his dad's sword?" Astrid asked, walking over to the 
forgotten weapon and picking it up. "It looks blunt. He probably 
brought it over so you could sharpen it, " she concluded after 
examining it . 

"Strange. Wonder what got into him," Hiccup said, rubbing his chin 
thoughtfully. "You think he saw anything?" 

"Hard to tell, but I think not." 

Hiccup sighed with relief and grabbed Astrid by the waist, careful 
not to touch the spikes on her skirt. He kissed her gently on her 
left cheek and tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear. 


"Good. I want your new saddle to be a surprise for everyone else. 
It ' s gonna be so cool ! " 



><p>END<p> 


* * 


* 


><p>Pfff SO shoot me if I find the idea of a Peeping Tom Fishlegs 
amusing. :p (also the over reactive mind of someone who doesn't 
really know what sexmaking out sounds like) 

All that noise to make a saddle, huh? It's just that Astrid's new 
saddle design looks greata€ 1 What if Hiccup offered to make her the 
new saddle, and asked her to "model" for him so he could make it as 
comfortable as possible? IDEK. I also don't know HOW that idea 
eventually mutated into what you've just read but it did, okay? 

Sorry. XD 

So the next drabble I want to update is both NSEW-ish and totally 
goofy, and I'm not sure if that's the greatest combo ever but it just 
seems to RIGHT in my mind. . . xD 

I'd like to thank you peeps for the reviews, the faves and the 
follows. Means a lot to me, really. Even the people who've never said 
anything, thanks. :D but don't be shy, you hear? TALK TO MEEEEEEE . 

I'm talkative. :3 


8 . Rumour Has It 

Yet another little idea. I was going to write it "normally" (as a 
narrative), but then this came out... IDEK. xD Let me know if it's 
too confusing. But I guess it sorta follows the writing "syle" of the 
previous chapter? 

**Summary:** people believe what they want, and in the end... it's 
just rumours. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Rumour Has It<strong> 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 

><p>"That nasty cut? He got it wrestling a Gronckle . "<p> 

"A Gronckle? No way! I heard he got it fighting off an 
Outcast . " 

There was a disgruntled snort. 

"An Outcast?" 

"Yeah. " 

Someone chuckled. 

"What? No, you guys are all wrong. He fell off the cliff when he was 
mountain-climbing. " 



"From where?" 


"From up there." 

Four sets of eyes followed the path indicated by the outstretched 
finger, and one of the kids gasped. 

"You're saying he fell ALL the way down FROM THERE?" 

"And he only got that one cut?" 

"Yes ! " 


"That's yakshit . He was attacked by a Troll who came to steal his 
socks at night . " 

"Really?" 

"Yeah. He woke up, saw the Troll, grabbed a hammer and went for 

it . " 

"Wow. He has a hammer?" 

They all looked around at each others seeking confirmation, but 
nobody knew for sure. 

"I don't believe that." 

"Well, I think he still has both his socks." 

"Maybe we should check." 

"Pfff, he probably has more than one pair of socks, how do we know 
which one **didn't** get stolen?" 

"That makes sense." 

"It doesa€ 1 ? Of course it does. I knew that." 

There was an exasperated sigh, followed by a groan. 

"Well, I heard he got nicked by a Nadder spike and then he used his 
dagger to open up the wound so he could suck the poisoned blood 
out . " 

"Tuffnut, you idiot. How would he suck the blood **from** **his own 
chin**?" 


"a€l I hadn't thought about that." 

"Clearly, " Snotlout replied, his voice dripping with 
contempt . 

Astrid was getting pretty fed up from the conversation. How the other 
kids could come up with these ridiculous ideas was beyond 
her . 

"Guys, none of that even makes any sense, " Astrid said. "Hiccup was 
helping out at the forge and Gobber accidentally knocked the weapons 
shelf over. Hiccup managed to hold it up," Astrid' s eyes fluttered 



without her even noticing it, "but one of the weapons still cut 
him. " 

Snotlout furrowed his eyebrows, grimacing. "You can't tell me you 
believe that **Hiccup** held that shelf full of heavy 
weapons ! " 

Astrid flushed the very slightest before barking back, "What about 
you? **You** said he fell from THAT high point in the mountain! 

That ' s crazy ! " 

"Well, I personally don't believe he held up a shelf. And he didn't 
fight off an Outcast either, " Snotlout grumbled, crossing his arms 
over his chest defiantly. 

"What? That's way more believable than what Fishlegs said," Ruffnut 
retorted . 

"Well, I suppose it could have been a small Gronklea€ 1 " Fishlegs 
considered thoughtfully. 

Astrid scoffed. "I don't know where you guys get these ideas, but I 
got my info from a **reliable** source." 

"What does 'reliable' mean?" Tuffnut whispered into his sister's ear, 
but she only shook her head. 

Fishlegs, who at this point seemed more curious than pensive, asked, 
"Who was your source?" 

"_Gobber_ told me," Astrid replied nonchalantly. And for a moment, 
she even shrugged and gave everyone her _I-told-you-so_ facea€ 1 but 
it only lasted a moment, really, because everyone else burst into an 
uproar of complaints. 

"I can't believe that guy!" 

"What, he was the one who told you?" 


"Yes ! " 


"And me too!" 

"What the Hel ! " 

"Wait, so did * *everything* * happen **at the same 
time**?" 


"Huh?" 

"You mean Hiccup fought off an Outcast riding a Gronckle while they 
fell down a cliff, and then a Nadder a€" " 

"Dude, that doesn't even make sensea€ 1 " 

"Then HOW did Hiccup get that wound?" 

"Beats me!" 


"And me ! " 



"I have no idea." 


"Man... Gobber totally tricked us." 

"I'm so angry right now!" 

"I **knew** something wasn't right." 

"Pfft, yeah. Me too." 

"I know! Silly, right?" 

"Yeah! " 

"Yeah. " 

"a€ 1 Yeah . " 

The groupl fell silent, letting the realization of their gullibility 
sink in like an oversized yak in quicksand. Eventually Snotlout 
suggested they go practise carrying sand-filled buckets, and everyone 
agreed it would be best. They let the subject drop and never touched 
it again. 

So here is the story: they had all seen the fresh, big, nasty cut on 
Hiccup's chin the previous night. Curiosity had nestled in the heads 
of all the young teens, but nobody had wanted to **ask** Hiccup 
directly about how he got the bad cut. Nobody wanted to seem like 
they cared too much about it, anyway. 

Yet each of them had individually gone to Gobber to ask the question, 
and had obviously gotten a different answer. 

Eventually the cut healed and became a scar. None of the teenagers 
would ever admit it, but they thought it looked kind of cool... 
Perhaps this was because of the mystery surrounding the origin of the 
wound, and not exactly due to the size of it. 

It was too embarrassing to talk about how they had all bought into 
the blacksmith's excuses. So, to this day, nobody knows how Hiccup 
got the scar. 

Except for Hiccup himself a€" and Gobber, who had essentially been 
the cause of the boy's injury. By deceiving the other kids, the old 
Viking was actually being quite thoughtful regarding his 
apprent icea€ 1 

After all, falling from a tree a€" after getting caught peeping on 
the girls while they bathed in the hot springs a€" was probably not 
going to help Hiccup's reputation. 

So why not jazz it up a little? People believe what they want, and in 
the end... it's just rumours. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>END<strong> 



><p>So that was that! Gobber is such a considerate mentor. 
: D<p> 


A/N: 

I **do** have this solid headcanon that Hiccup got his scar when he 
was little - maybe while his mother was still around - but this was a 
different idea I had. 

And I wouldn't have worked out like I wanted to if they were younger, 
so I'd place their ages here roundabout 12 years old. 

I do have an idea or two that might require me to use this "sneaky", 
"loose" conversation type of drabble, so let me know if it's just... 
to strange, or something. XD I'm groping for reactions here, people. 
:p I need to know what works. 

***cue Careless Whispers and the "I have no idea what I'm doing" 

Q jp * * * 

Whoah where did that come from. Too much Tumblr and dragon nip! Whoo. 
Anyway, thank you for reading my sweeties. And extra special fluffy 
thanks to my adorable reviewers, you sexy kittens. :3 


9. Silence 

**WARNING**: bit of a risquA© fluff /smut and overall silliness in 
this post... I'm not sure if it should be filed under M-rating or 
not, but I suppose not? is this NSFW-ish? xD 

**SUMMARY:** Hiccup makes Astrid feel at peace most of the time, but 
he also has a way of triggering a hot restlessness within her - 
mostly unwillingly. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Silence<p> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Astrid had been awake for a while now; but Hiccup was still 
dozing off, sleeping with his bare back turned to her. She was the 
kind of person who sometimes just <em>hated<em> being still, hated 
having nothing to do with her hands. 

Astrid was, of course, perfectly capable of keeping quiet and 
unmoving. But that didn't mean she _liked_ it all the time. The 
silence was bothering her, when it usually brought her solace. 

Right now, Astrid was bored, and so needed something to doa€ 1 Her 
eyes fell upon the young man snoring peacefully beside her, and she 
understood all to well the reasons for her sudden 
restlessness . . . 

She smirked. 

"Stoooop it, that tickles!" Hiccup whined as he stirred awake, 
groggily trying to push Astrid' s hands away from his exposed torso. 



He pulled the fur cover a€" which she had dislodged a€" over himself, 
but it didn't prove to be much of a defence against her 
persistence . 

"Oh come on, you big babya€ 1 " Astrid cooed, batting her eyelashes at 
her beau in a hopefully adorable way. He didn't buy it. 

"No. You know I'm ticklish," Hiccup said firmly, his lips set into a 
straight, thin line. He was visibly grumpy from the rude 
awakening . 

" I know . " 

"And you know I _hate_ tickles." 

"I _know_, " Astrid sighed. "But it's not like I was doing it on 
purposea€ 1 " 

Hiccup scoffed, unconvinced. He lay belly-side up, clutching the 
heavy blanket up to his chin like a little kid. 

"Honestly! I was just tracing your scars," she said, tugging at the 
furs until she managed to pry them from Hiccup's hands, dragging the 
makeshift fluffy barrier over them instead of between them. Hiccup 
groaned, but didn't try to claim them back. 

Astrid scooted over, pulling him into a sideways hug and resting her 
head on his chest. She pressed herself heavily against him, sliding 
one of her naked legs up and down his and rocking her hips beside his 
thigh suggestively. 

Hiccup didn't say anything; he just let out a half-moan, half-grunt 
of mild exasperation. He knew all too well where this was 
going . 

"Ah, c'mona€l I've barely had time to catch my breath." 

He didn't mean it as an actual _complaint_ and Astrid knew this all 
too well. There was still a thin film of sweat over his burning skin; 
her hair was still damp, clinging to her neck and shoulders. A thin 
veil of steam wafted from their bodies, an effect of the contrast 
between their warmth and the bedroom's cold temperature. 

Their lovemaking had been tender yet energetic, desperate even; as it 
always was whenever they'd been into an argument and then decided to 
end it with a kiss. The kisses would never suffice, however, and they 
would just end up completely tangled in one another, sometimes still 
half-clothed . 

She didn't even have to rub up against him for long. 

"Aha€ 1 there you go. Looks like catching a breath will have to take a 
rain check, " Astrid murmured teasingly into Hiccup's ear, nudging him 
with her nose. He chuckled and kissed her forehead; he made to turn 
himself sideways to kiss her fully, but thena€ 1 
shea€ 1 

"Astrid . " 


"Hmmm?" She asked nonchalantly. 



"a€l what are you doing?" 

"Uh. Nothing?" 

Hiccup paused for a moment, squinting suspiciously at her like she'd 
grown a cabbage on her head. 

"You **do** know that's not how it's supposed to a€"" 

"I know, I know," Astrid cut him off, "But this is **so** much fun! 
Actually, I want to look." 

"Wha a€" no, you're not gonnaa€ 1 Hey, don't a€" aw, come on! Don't 
wiggle it like that!" Hiccup tried to push her off once again; he 
failed, unsurprisingly. 

Astrid had thrown the fur covers back a€" Hiccup shivered at the 
sudden contact with the cold air a€" and was now admiring the way her 
hand jiggled his half-soft length around. Left and right, left and 
right, round and round, bobbing like a Terrible Terror partying on 
dragon nip. 

"Yeaha€l" Hiccup deadpanned, face flush as a tomato and just about 
ready to hide his face under a pillow. "**That's** arousing." 

"Just look at it go!" Astrid laughed heartily, any attempt at 
appearing sensual now completely abandoned. Her head was still rested 
upon his chest, and Hiccup could feel the smile pulling widely at her 
lips . 

Of course, Astrid knew she had the goofiest smirk on her face a€" but 
she couldn't care less. It was great, being able to just _let go_ 
with someone like this. With Hiccup, she could just unleash her inner 
goofballa€l and embrace her inner _Freyja_. Win-win. 

"Isn't that enough? I liked what you were doing before **a lot** 
better." Hiccup asked, rolling his eyes around dramatically even 
though Astrid wasn't even looking at his face. He then added, 
jokingly, "You'll make it sick, jerking it around like that." 

"But isn't that the point?" Astrid asked, still laughing. She pushed 
herself up on her elbow and looked at Hiccup straight in the eye. 
"Just flip it and rub it around untila€l wella€l" she shrugged and 
bit her lip, knowing how this always caught his attention, "a€l until 
it spills . " 

Hiccup _tried_ not to let her suggestive behaviour get the best of 
him. 

"Yeaaah, actually, that's not really how it works," he droned, 
shaking his head in overstated disapproval, basically mimicking the 
flailing about that was going on down below his waist. 

"But isn't this how you taught me?" Astrid asked with fake naivety. 
She loved their little games and banters; but this one was just 
taking it to a whole new level of intimacy. Of trust. And it was fun 
a€" bonus point a€" so she loved it more than she'd want to 
admit . 



Actually, she loved _him_ more than she cared to confessa€l 
"I must be a terrible teacher then." 

"The worst, " Astrid replied, sticking her tongue out at him. Hiccup 
merely seized the moment; he tilted forward and sucked her tongue 
into his mouth. She squealed in surprise, but welcomed the playfully 
sloppy kiss nonetheless. 

It wasn't a messy kiss for too long, though; soon enough their lips 
and tongues rolled up their sleeves and got to some serious make-out 
business. The mood began to settle again. 

Hiccup groaned when Astrid finally stopped haphazardly toying with 
him. She got her hand moving _just_ the right way, as Hiccup's 
fingers glided down her sultry thighs and towards her a€" 
what ? 

Astrid' s hand became completely still. Hiccup broke the kiss and 
gawked at her in mild indignation. 

"What?" She asked, her voice once again deceitfully casual, but her 
eyes had that edge that clearly indicated she was playing a dangerous 
little game. 

"Don't '**what**' me," Hiccup replied, tilting his head down south to 
where he firmly believed her hand was supposed to be. 

"Fine, I **won't** 'what' you." 

And then Astrid plopped back down a€" thank Odin his bed finally had 
a mattress a€" and snuggled under the blankets as if nothing had 
happened . 

"You _gotta_ be kidding me, " Hiccup drawled, the hint of exasperation 
making his voice sound raspy and strained. 

"Let me check your scars," Astrid spoke from beneath the furs. Oh. So 
_that ' s_ what this was all about. 

"a€l what? **Now**?" 

Her head peeked from under the blankets, blue eyes lit up with 
amusement, and she nodded. 

"Buta€ 1 but!" Hiccup stammered, now straight out pointing at his very 
obvious and very impatient arousal and looking as if he had a deadly 
wound that needed to be tended urgently. 

"Pfff. I'll get it back up in no time!" Astrid replied, as if she 
were talking about sharpening her axe, or braiding her hair. Hiccup 
just crossed his arms and slanted his head sideways, frowning and 
very much unamused. 

"I'm not **that** easy." 

Oh. Was that a challenge? It was on. 

Astrid snapped forward and grabbed Hiccup, wanting to drag him down 
with her. He refused to do so without a fight though, and for a while 



the two lovers pushed and pulled at each other, stark-naked and 
ignoring the chilly temperature of the bedroom. 


They laughed loudly, giggling at their own stunts, nearly stumbling 
to the floor in their playful tug-of-war. Hiccup eventually allowed 
himself to be pinned down on the bed; Astrid climbed on top, 
straddling him with a victorious "Aha!" 

They didn't move for a while; just looked at each other until they no 
longer needed to gasp for breath, until their lips were no longer 
strained in an effort to stop grinning madlya€ 1 Even the air 
surrounding them seemed to become still, as if trying not to disturb 
them . 

Their closeness was indescribably enjoyable and undeniably 
comforting; a thrill akin to that of flying, yet infinitely more 
peaceful. They relaxed into one another as two lovers who are also 
closest friends, and there were no words that needed to be 
spokena€ 1 

But Hiccup was never able to keep quiet for long, anyway. 

"I really enjoy the view from down here," Hiccup said in a soft 
voice, breaking the silence. His eyes purposefully rolled down from 
Astrid' s face to her breasts and he smiled cheekily; his allusive 
smirk gave her a severe case of the goosebumps. 

She smacked him on the arm light-heartedly and, tucking her loose 
hair behind her ears so it wouldn't fall to Hiccup's face, bent down 
to kiss his forehead. They rubbed their noses softly, tenderly; a 
habit they'd fallen into whenever they were this close. 

"Turn around, " Astrid directed, her index finger making circular 
motions in the air as if instructing. Hiccup was about to question 
her, but then decided against it. He figured a back massage would be 
great right about now. 

"As M'Lady commands, M'Lady shall receive," Hiccup replied with a 
salute, eliciting a giggle from Astrid. She spread her legs a little, 
to allow him some movement, and lightly sat just below his bare, 
freckled bottom. 

Astrid then kissed Hiccup between his speckled shoulder blades, 
working her way down his spine very, very slowly. Her fingers traced 
patterns on his back, and he knew what she was doing a€" looking at 
his scars again. 

Not that he was littered with them, but he was a Viking. Scars were a 
part of their people. Why she took a sudden interest in his was 
completely beyond his grasp. 

Hiccup didn't care anyway; it was actually quite relaxing, to his 
surprise. He figured it was because now she wasn't tickling him at 
all a€" he had a few marks on the sides of his ribcage, and those 
were _definitely_ ticklish areas. No, Astrid was actually being 
delicate and soothing. 

Lips, fingers, warm breath. So slowly, so gently... He felt himself 
drifting into a limbo, trapped between lazy drowsiness and increasing 
yearning. He could only hear the rustling of the moving furs, the 



quiet smacking of her lips on his skin. 

He could stay like this forevera€ 1 if only she'd let 
him . 

"_**HEEEY**_! " Hiccup shrieked in a mist of surprise and indignation; 
such an unbecoming sound for a grown Viking man! But then again, he 
wasn't used to being bitten on his butt, and had most certainly not 
been expecting it. 

"**Why** would you **do** that?" He demanded, and in his efforts to 
sit up he nearly threw the overly-amused Astrid off his bed; but she 
couldn't stopped laughing. 

Not when they began wrestling playfully and tickling each other, not 
when they finally wound up toppling down on the floor in a tangled 
mess of sweaty limbs and an occasional poke of his prosthetic on her 
calves and feet. They didn't bother getting back up on the bed; the 
furs had been dragged along with their bodies, providing cushion 
enough for the occasion. 

Not even when Hiccup entered her, as each gasp and moan of hers 
always had a hint of a giggle in it. Only when she cried out his name 
with nothing but pleasure behind her voice, and shook beneath his 
weight with a final sigh, did her laughter stop entirely. 

They both drifted back into sleep holding each other, sticky and 
messy and poorly wrapped in the thick blanket. Right then, nothing 
existed outside of Hiccup's bedroom. 

This was the kind of silence Astrid welcomed. . . Eor the time 
being . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>END<p> 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


><p>Eor some reason isn't letting me edit this document properly... 
Hope I post this correct ly . <p> 

Anyway, I was very insecure - and still am - about posting this 
chapter BUT I feel like I have to do it, now. So if this gets somehow 
edited don't feel surprised (if you even notice it, lol) . 

Happy New Year! We're almost in 2014 now... and I'm late for dinner, 
oops ! 


10. Secret Odin - Cold Eeet 

**Summary**: sometimes, pain shows up at the worst possible moment... 
On the other hand, maybe having the best kind of company really isn't 
that bad. Hiccstrid fluff with a tiny sprinkle of spice. 

So it was my first time participating in the Secret Odin thing on 
Tumblr. That was fun. :D 


I'm sure I need to reply to some messages but I've been swamped, like 



SWAMPED with work and it's killing me a little bit, slowly but 
surely. I do have my moments to unwind, but my brain doesn't seem to 
want to cooperate sometimes. XD haggles to ya'll anyway.* 

For my Secret Odin's giftee, Keysamoguri - and also for the delight 
(or horror) or my readers - I present to you: 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Cold Feet<strong> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Winter in Berk always had a bit of a tendency of catching the 
population off-guard. One moment it was cold and snowy, the next it 
was a full-blown horrible tempest of snow and hailstorms and 
everything that could possibly cause your internal organs to freeze 
within seconds. <p> 

It usually wouldn't last for long, but it was as deadly as it was 
swift and sudden. So unpredictably fun. 

One would think of it as romantic a€" wind raging outside, fire 
burning warmly within the hearth of a household, the temperature of 
its embers matching that of the couple of young lovers as they cuddle 
for warmthaO 1 

But, no. 

Not this couple. 

At least not _yet_. 

"Astrid, would you please **stop** hogging the blanket?" Hiccup 
complained, tugging at the much-needed furs while he tried to nudge 
his girlfriend with his shoulders. 

"It's not my fault this thing isn't big enough," Astrid retorted, 
allowing Hiccup some more fabric but not _too_ much, "which is really 
weird, considering how big your dad is." 

Hiccup shot her a flat look. 

"This blanket is from **my** bed, so it's usually enough for **me**," 
Hiccup said. He shivered; Vikings were used to the cold, but right 
now he was absolutely _freezing_ all the way down to his bones a€" 
even the ones he didn't have anymore. 

They had been flying outside together all morning. It had been 
snowing softly, nothing that would impede flight a€" until winter 
happened to decide it wasn't cold and miserable enough for everyone, 
so it turned Berk into a freezing death trap. Luckily, they'd been 
close enough to the town. 

The couple flew straight into the first place available to hide from 
the swirling vortex of frost a€" Hiccup's house, through his 
bedroom's ceiling door. Their frozen fingers haphazardly dislodged 
the soaked clothes off their skins, the uselessly wet pieces of 
fabric set to dry around the fireplace. 



Hiccup dearly hoped Astrid didn't notice how embarrassed he was about 
them changing clothes so close to each other; just the thought of her 
undressing in the same household was enough to make him a little 
j ittery . 

He lent Astrid some of his dry clothes a€" making a mental note to 
never wash these particular items ever again a€" and they both 
huddled close to the fire, their dragons dozing off beside them, both 
saddles removed. 

Astrid rubbed her left leg vigorously; obviously Hiccup's pants were 
shortened on the left side, and even wearing a pair of woolly socks 
didn't quite cover up her exposed shin. 

"What is it with you people, " Astrid wondered out aloud, "That you 
only own small blankets and half pairs of pants?" 

Hiccup caught the joking flex behind her words; the smile discretely 
beginning to pull at her mouth. 

"I think you mean three-quarters pairs of pants," he corrected, 
smiling back at her. "But this is obviously a great excuse to have 
M'Lady as close to me as possible." 

Her smile widened; her cheeks were now flushed and as rosy as her 
lips, and for a moment Hiccup lost himself in the contrast between 
pink and blue. His right hand found a way to rest upon hers and, 
giddily, he realized he was touching the exposed skin of her leg, the 
small hairs brushing his fingertips. 

Astrid' s eyes slowly flicked from Hiccup's hand to his face, the 
intention of her gaze perfectly clear. More than mere permission or 
tolerance; she _welcomed_ the touch. Her lips curled farther up her 
cheeks, appearing all-too inviting to Hiccup. 

"Oh, is that so? Seems like a lot of trouble to go through." There 
was a glint of orange-red fire in her still dank hair; Hiccup all but 
wished he could weave his fingers into her dampened tress. 

"It's nothing," Hiccup said, shrugging lightly, "everything went as 
planned today." 

Astrid eyed him amusedly, chuckling delicately as she tilted her head 
sideways. The soft sound mingled with the crackling of the fireplace 
and the howling of the tempest. The dissolving imprint of her voice 
left a bubbly sensation inside Hiccup's chest, and he 
sighed . 

"Really? So the storm, did you plan that one too?" 

"Yeah, wella€l Didn't you find it a little bit _too_ convenient?" he 
replied, offering his palms up to the cool air as if gesturing at his 
obviously perfectly executed strategy. 

"Wow, Hiccup. I guess you can really move mountains, can't you?" 
Astrid nudged his ribs with her elbow, feigning admiration and 
surprise . 

"Sure! I mean," Hiccup paused, looking for the right words, his gaze 
floating about the dim room before becoming riveted on Astrid, "With 



the propera€ 1 motivation." He concluded with a smirk, eyebrows boldly 
arched as he nodded his head slightly. 

Astrid tried not to laugh at his nearly-casual flirtation. It was 
something he'd steadily been working on lately, almost discretely. 
Whether it was purposeful or unintentional she couldn't quite know; 
but it had its effect on her, in the end. He almost seemed to be 
hiding a potential form of seduction behind his overstated sarcasm 
and sillinessa€l 

It was hard for her to ignore it anyway, since it somehow accompanied 
the physical changes Hiccup had been through. 

His shoulders had broadened, his chest somewhat expanded. Arms, neck 
and legs grew out of their thin childish features, gaining more 
mature proportions. The soft lines of his jawline became angled, the 
hairs on his chin raked her skin when they kissed. The bobbing Adam's 
apple now stood out, as did his cheekbones. 

Hiccup was now _taller_ than her, something she'd never bothered with 
until she noticed how strangely _different_ it made her feel. 

He had gradually become more confident as the years went by, more 
contented and natural around her throughout this time. They got to a 
point where Astrid herself would gladly join in on his banters, 
revelling in how easily he brought out the fun-loving side in 
hera€ 1 

And the _loving_ side, too. 

It _had_ taken them a while to get a grip on things. They weren't in 
any rush, anyway; things were good and uncomplicated in their 
relationship and there was no need to be making any constant 
confirmations on whether they were together or not. 

They were kids, riding dragons, living adventures. Friends, above all 
else, who had this uncanny way of understanding each other. A 
companionship neither of them had ever expected. 

When the actual _physical _component had started to kick in, 
wella€ 1 

Astrid tried not to laugh, but at the same time she tried not to sigh 
and throw her arms around him. Both options were equally compelling, 
but neither seemed entirely appropriate at the moment. 

So she merely scooted over the slightest little bit until their hips 
bumped together a€" she pretended to be thumping into him with her 
shoulders a€" and bit her lips. Astrid had come to notice Hiccup 
would look at her differently whenever she did that; and this moment 
was no exception. 

Not openly replying to his line, but instead playfully firing back. 
There was something so subtle about the game they 
playeda€ 1 

Sometimes she just felt like ripping off the subtlety, and throwing 
caution and propriety to the wind. 

But she always got a hold of herself. 



"Are you saying I'm a motivating person?" Astrid asked lightly, and 
for a moment Hiccup almost seemed to be lost in something. 


His smile faded abruptly, as his childish demeanour gained a solemn 
edge. The way he positively flipped from casually playful to 
intensely focused nearly startled Astrid. 

When Hiccup dipped his head in pursuit of her lips, she couldn't 
quite still the frantic fluttering that settled in her heart, nor the 
ember of heat pooling below her navel. Hiccup squeezed her hand 
gently, and Astrid' s digits curled around his without further 
thought . 

He didn't pull her to him; she just drew closer out of her own 
initiative, leaning into him like she'd gone out of balance. She felt 
the oppressive, sweltering heat grow stronger the closer she got to 
him. Their bodies met a€" hips and thighs and arms and 
_chest s_. 

They _had_ hugged before on different occasions, but this time their 
proximity felt different; there was a new meaning behind it, 
something usually kept deep and hidden. This feeling slowly reared 
its head, tremulously unveiling its temptations; deftly winding them 
togethera€ 1 

Toothless snorted censoriously just at the right time, startling 
Hiccup and Astrid enough for them to break the kiss and scoot apart, 
the fur blanket nearly slipping off their shoulders in the 
process . 

It was all for a good cause, anyway; who knows what form of strange 
spell would have been cast if they'd kept at it for much longer, and 
Toothless was **not** about to be a silent witness to whatever 
shenanigans the human couple was planning on ensuing. 

_Especially_ due to his acute hearing. The Night Fury squinted at his 
rider, gracing the now-bashful young man with a look of mild 
disapproval which, he hoped, would convey the desired warning, before 
plopping his head back on his front paws with a low, annoyed 
purr . 

Astrid scoffed, her hands returning to the rubbing motion of her leg 
even though she really wasn't feeling cold anymore. She fixed her 
eyes on her dripping clothes, hung the opposite side of the 
fireplace, listening to the fastened thrumming of her heart. Its beat 
seemed to echo inside her ribcage, as if nothing else was there 
inside . 

Maybe it was the reason she felt so _light_. 

She avoided both Hiccup's and Toothless' stares for the time being; 
although, in all honesty, she really didn't know what she was being 
so withdrawn about. 

Maybe because she hadn't had time to brace herself for the kiss. 
Hiccup had been sudden enough to catch her off-guarda€l and she had 
loved not being in control of it. 

One daya€ 1 One day. Hiccup was going to make her _lose_ it. 



Hiccup cleared his throat, coyly toying with a loose thread on his 
tunic . 


"Yes," he said after a pause. Astrid curved her head toward him, 
confusion knitting her eyebrows together. 

Hiccup sighed, overly rolling his eyes and letting out an exaggerated 
groan . 

"I meant, **yes**, you're a motivating person." 

"Oh, " Astrid hummed, unwillingly allowing a giggle to escape her lips 
before she could grab hold of it. "Maybe I could motivate you into 
finding me another blanketa€ 1 " 

They smiled at each other again, and this time actually broke into 
easy laughter a€" carefree and light. 

"So how about I make us something hot to drink? I need to shake off 
this cold too, " Hiccup said, suppressing a shudder from the sudden 
chill on his spine. His missing foot was getting at him againa€ 1 what 
bad timing. 

"I'd love some tea, thanks." 

Hiccup got up, leaving the fur blanket all to his girlfriend a€" who 
pulled it to her dramatically and completely wrapped herself up in 
it, only her face and the tips of her hands visible underneath the 
chocolate-coloured pelt. 

Astrid sighed contentedly, humming tunelessly as she watched the fire 
crackle, until her attention was drawn by Hiccup's groan. A strangled 
sound, muted and quiet, but she caught it. 

She watched him, the smile fading from her eyes as she noticed his 
gait had a limp to it. He tried keeping his face straight, but the 
lines of a grimace stubbornly kept making their way back. 

Astrid said nothing, for the time being; she just let the mountain of 
fur come undone around her as he took his place beside her again and 
draped himself back into the warmth. 

"You're really cold," Astrid murmured as she took his fingers with 
both her hands. She drew them up to her mouth, breathing hot air into 
his stiff digits, scouting his face for a sign as to what was 
wrong . 

Hiccup sighed, warily, shaken by another chill. Astrid noticed it 
then a€" the darker lines under his eyes, the lack of colour in his 
cheeks, the way his expression seemed to close in on itself in 
distress . 

"You're in pain," she stated flatly. It wasn't a question. 

With a slow nod Hiccup outstretched his left leg, the one he had lost 
in the battle with the Dragon Queen some four years ago. Both stared 
wordlessly at the contraption that now stood in place of his 
foot . 



He had tried to keep it under control, but the pain was just too much 
now; he could feel it _throbbing_, stinging rhythmically. Hiccup 
clutched at the point just above his prosthetic, grimacing at the 
wood-and-metal replacement as if his discomfort were the device's 
fault . 

He _knew_ there was no more flesh left down there. But that didn't 
stop the empty space from achinga€ 1 or itching, for that matter. 

Right now. Hiccup felt very cold; his feet a€" both of them a€" were 
absolutely freezing. 

His girlfriend spared him a sympathetic look. Her thumbs rubbed the 
back of his hands in a soothing circular motion, almost reflexively. 
She understood, because she had been told about it before; a missing 
limb, no longer attached to the person's body, but still 
sensitive . 

It was relatively common in their world. After all, many a Viking had 
lost their limbs during battles. Those who lived on would sometimes 
carry more than just the physical scar or mutilation. 

She knew Hiccup had also needed to deal with a debilitating 
psychological toll. He had seemed to bounce out of it pretty well, 
though. Didn't take him too long to become steady on his toes and he 
didn't sulk about it for longa€ 1 

He'd had other things on his mind, anyway. He'd been so excited about 
all the changes that had been brought into their lives with the start 
of the Integration. Astrid had always made it her point of honour not 
to mention his lost leg unless it was in appraisal a€" that his 
sacrifice had brought forth so many good things. 

Besides, Viking men were supposed to be tough and strong, and to not 
complain even about these sorts of injuriesa€l so Hiccup had the 
tendency to close his distress in on himself, and barely ever let it 
show. Astrid, though, had always kept a keen eye open for any sign of 
problems . 

Nevertheless, throughout the years he'd actually become somewhat at 
ease about it a€" with _her_. At least enough to admit that he was 
going through _something_, albeit begrudgingly. 

"Is there anything I can do to help?" Astrid asked out of concern, 
yet trying not to sound like she was feeling too sorry for him. She 
didn't think him a weakling at all, but was afraid she might 
mistakenly convey that impression. 

Hiccup just shook his head heavily; in spite of everything, he didn't 
want to seem * *vulnerable* * . Not that he had any particular problem 
down his walls around Astrid a€" she had always been great at 
supporting him whenever he'd needed, and seemed to read into him 
anyway a€" but this was _different_. 

This was something illogical, beyond his reach and comprehension. 

Even though he had long-since accepted his loss, he simply could not 
come to terms with the invisible pain that would return sporadically 
every few months . 


Whenever it happened, it made Hiccup feel bitter. He had managed to 
learn how to live with the leg's absence. But this stinging reminder 



that he was, basically, broken, always soured his mood. 


Astrid didn't want to just sit it out in silence. She stood up, 
grabbed the pot filled with hot water, and proceeded to quest in 
search for a clean cloth she could use. She poured some water and 
herbs into a mug and stirred. 

When she returned, she kneeled in front of Hiccup and thrust the 
overly hot mug into Hiccup's hands; he had to use the blanket to 
protect them from the heat of the cup. 

"What..?" Hiccup tried jerking his leg away, but Astrid placed both 
her hands on what was left of his calf and, gently, pulled it to 
her . 

"I'm going to help. You're freezing, and you're hurting. I don't want 
to just sit around and do nothing," she said, adamantly. 

He knew, by the tone in her voice and her concerned expression, that 
she was completely resolute about it. She wanted to _help_. . . as she 
always did. 

Hiccup beheld her, blinking through the thin veil of steam from his 
mug. Astrid was dressed in his unflattering clothes, kneeling on the 
floor and with her damp hair sticking to her forehead, bathed in the 
dancing light of the fire as she held his incomplete leg between her 
handsa€ 1 

She had never seemed so wonderful before. 

"You're beautiful," he blurted out without a second thought. The 
words hung in the air for a while, as if they were unsure what to do 
about themselves. They wound up deciding to settle on the couple's 
cheeks, lightly tinting them with the faintest of rose-coloured 
awkwardness . 

Astrid critically looked down at herself and then back at Hiccup. She 
clearly didn't believe him, at all. 

"You don't have a fever or anything, do you?" 

"Ia€l no. I meant it," he replied flatly. 

"Okay then," Astrid replied in the same tone. "Thanks," she added in 
sheepishly, in a whisper. She was still holding on to his leg. 

"So, " she said as she scratched her nails over the wooden surface of 
the prosthetic, "you'll let me try and help you?" 

There it was again, that look in her face. Astrid could be 
deliciously obstinate when she wanted to. 

"Okay, " Hiccup said, letting out a long sigh, his shoulders sagging 
in defeat. There was no point in struggling against her much 
more . 

Still, when she placed the prosthetic on the floor and began folding 
his pants backwards, he recoiled brusquely. He couldn't know why, but 
he just did. 



Astrid kept her hands firmly on the fabric of his pants, gracing 
Hiccup with a reassuring smile and an encouraging tug. 

"Don't worry. It'll be fine. I've seen it before, remember? And this 
time, it's not bleeding all over my clothes." 

Hiccup relaxed, then, as memories of a conversation held so long ago 
began to play in the back of his mind. Gobber had told him how, after 
the incident when he almost died, Astrid had helped bandage his 
seeping wound after their healer performed a quick on-the-field 
surgery . 

She had overseen that Toothless was well taken care of, before 
departing with the rest of the teenagers back to Berk, securely 
carrying Hiccup all the way on Stormfly's back. 

And after leaving him to the care of the healers, she then returned 
to the Dragon's Nest with the remainder of Berk's fleet to help 
evacuate the rest of the Vikings, as the Red Death had spared too few 
vessels from her fiery wrath. 

Astrid had stood by his side, often visiting his house to check on 
him and to keep Toothless company. She had volunteered to test out 
the equipment Gobber rebuilt for Toothless' new saddle, and only 
after making sure it worked properly did Gobber alter the pedal to 
fit Hiccup's new foot. 

She'd always kept close, for days on end, while he was unconscious. 
She had already seen him in the _frailest_ condition possible, and 
yet still confessed she thought him to be one of the strongest people 
she knewa€ 1 

They had never actually talked about it; he never really got to thank 
her properly for all of it. 

Hiccup's heart cartwheeled in his chest. He was assaulted by an 
assortment of feelings then, and he would have positively levitated 
out of gratitude if he could. A small knot formed on his throat; he 
tried washing it down with hot tea, but it only proved helpful to 
warm up his stomach. 

Astrid finished unravelling the bindings around his leg. She dipped 
the clean cloth in the hot water and fished it back out; it was 
steaming as she twisted it to remove the excess water. Her hands were 
red and raw as she used the hot cloth to clean around his stump, but 
not once did she flinch or hiss. 

Occasionally she would dip the cloth back into the hot water, twist 
it dry again, continuously dabbing it softly over the scarred 
skin . 

"Let me know if it gets uncomfortable, " she hummed soothingly, 
massaging the area with a tenderness Hiccup had never seen. 

But it never felt uncomfortable, not once. It only kept getting 
better and better, until he felt a wave of sheer relief as the pain 
below finally toned down, eventually fading away as if it had never 
even been there in the first place. 


She looked up to him, noticing his much more tranquil 



countenance . 


"Feeling better?" she asked. Hiccup nodded, and she beamed heartily 
at him in the most endearing of smiles. 

Yet she calmly continued her ministrations for a while longer, 
reassuringly glancing at Hiccup every now and then. One final time 
she dipped the fabric into the warm water, twisted it, and then 
wrapped it around the stump. It felt warm, and cosy. 

Astrid might not have a knack for cooking, but she was _great_ at 
this. At helping, aiding and calming. 

"There you go," she said, giving his knee a small squeeze. She looked 
at the wrapping and exhaled, absent-mindedly rubbing his knee. 

"It's a part of you, you know? This is, likea€l the coolest battle 
scar ever," they both let out a small chuckle, faint but earnest. 

"And you should be proud of it. It's the mark of a _hero_. " 

The way she put the emphasis in that last word left no room for 
doubt. There was a spark of honest admiration in her, and it lit 
Hiccup's soul on fire. 

He shook his head weakly in ever-lingering incredulity, but couldn't 
really find a way to contradict her. 

"Thank you. For this," he said, gesturing at his leg, "and fora€ 1 
everything else." 

Astrid' s face lit up fondly at the reference; she pushed herself up 
on her knees and dove under the covers into a tight embrace. He 
rubbed her back gently as she dug her face into his chest; and when 
she pressed her ear against it, she could hear the rapid thumping 
within . 

"Come here, " Hiccup whispered, his hand tucking lost strands of hair 
behind her ear. Astrid looked up at his half-lidded eyes and, 
noticing his chapped lips, licked her own in anticipation. 

Hiccup panted in surprised, not because of the wet kiss or the way 
her tongue flicked across his lower lip a€" but because Astrid now 
sat on his lap, each thigh to the side of his hips. 

_Straddling_ him. 

Maybe her intentions had been innocent enough, but Hiccup needed a 
whole lot of concentrat ion not to let his excitement _show_. He tried 
focusing on the kiss alone, unsteadily capturing her bottom lip 
between his own as his hands rested gawkily on her elbows. 

That was **not** where Astrid wanted his hands. 

She breathed in deeply, hotly, into his mouth; purposefully, she 
dragged her nails up and down his back in slow aimless motions, 
feeling his muscles tense and relax under his tunic. 

She wanted to coax him into unwinding enough to give in completely; 
otherwise Hiccup's kisses would lack a certaina€ 1 intensity. Like he 
was afraid to cross an invisible line. 



Astrid badly wanted to get back to the proximity of that kiss before 
Toothless interrupted thema€ 1 


She slightly tilted her head sideways, bumping their noses together. 
She giggled into his mouth, feeling it stretch as he smiled. 

Her lips grazed across his soft stubble as she moved her hot kisses 
over to his jawline, then behind his ear. Hiccup shuddered _very_ 
suddenly, not entirely used to having his neck and throat kissed this 
way . 

His eyes shot open in surprise when her hands took hold of his, and 
guided them elsewhere a€" to the small of her back, no less. And even 
a little bit lowera€ 1 

Oh, Gods. _What_ was she doing? 

"It's okay," she whispered into his ear as he seemed to be offering a 
bit of resistance. She gave his warm hands one last squeeze before 
cradling his cheeks, pulling their faces together just enough so 
their lower lips would grazea€ 1 

Now it was he who took her by surprise. She all but yelped when his 
hands a€" now actually resting on her buttocks a€" crushed their hips 
together, pulling her into a newfound kind of pressure. 

The pelt cover toppled to the floor, its presence no longer 
necessary . 

Astrid' s eyes shut tight, but her lips remained open in a wordless 
whimper, shaky and breathless. She thoughtlessly rolled her hips into 
him as he kissed her throat, the heat of his breath travelling under 
the cleavage of the tunic and tickling her chest. 

Astrid absent-mindedly noticed _something_ begin to prod near her 
left thigh, but didn't even give it a second thougha€ 1 until Hiccup 
quite suddenly a€" if a little _too_ briskly a€" shoved her off his 
lap . 

"_What_?" she demanded hotly, her tone perhaps a bit too sharp but, 
frankly, she couldn't care less. She had been enjoying it 
_thoroughly_, until he'd pushed her away. 

A flustered Hiccup stammered something incoherently as he tried to 
pull the discarded pelt to cover his lapa€ 1 and that's when Astrid 
understood _why_ she'd been pushed off. 

"Oh, " she said out aloud, her eyes a little wide and her cheeks a 
little rosy, a strange sense of thrilling satisfaction settling in 
the pit of her stomach. A pregnant pause followed as Hiccup shuffled 
about with the covers, until he finally stopped fidgeting a let out a 
forlorn sigh. 

"I'm sorry," he groaned, now slumped forward in an awkward position 
and scratching the nape of his neck rather nervously. 

"That's okay," Astrid replied, shrugging in a hopefully nonchalant 
manner, "it's not like you can _tell_ it what to do, 
right ? " 



"Y-yeaha€l I guessa€l" 


Hiccup seemed to sink even lower in embarrassment; she actually found 
it all sorts of loveable. He might be unsure about bringing some 
_spice_ into their relationship, but Astrid certainly wasn't. She 
wanted more breathlessly hot kisses, more closeness, more 
_contact_a€ 1 And she wasn't afraid to seek it. 

"I promise it **won't** happen again," Hiccup said, gesturing with 
his open hands to further emphasize his point. 

"Good," Astrid agreed, nodding; a playful smile on her lips. "You 
better not do it again." 

"I'm sorry . " 

"So it's a promise, then?" She edged on toward him, biting her 
lips . 

"Yes. I promise," he repeated, but now uncertainly. He eyed her with 
curiosity as she leaned even closer. She seemed as if she were about 
to kiss hima€ 1 

But she merely stood up, collected her clothes and pulled on her 
boots . 

"That storm seems to be overa€ 1 " Astrid took a moment, her eyes 
closed, to listen to the wind outside. Hiccup remained equally still; 
in the silence that settled in, all they could hear were the soft 
snoring of their dragons, the fireplace singing in crackles. The 
sound of the powerful blizzard blowing around the village had 
ceased . 

"Soa€l I should head back," Astrid motioned her head towards the 
door, "I'll return your clothes later." 

She quietly woke up Stormfly and walked over to the entrance door, 
watched by a somewhat befuddled Hiccup. 

"And don't forget your promisea€l Next time you get cold feet, don't 
push me off. Let me _warm you up_. " 

The suggestive smirk she gave him and the _way_ she said it echoed in 
Hiccup's mind throughout the rest of the night, haunting his dreams 
in the most delightful way possible. 

And the wretched pain in his lost limb remained completely dormant 
for many, many years. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><em>END<em> 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


><p>Dang, this was long for a drabble ... <p> 

For some reason I remembered about the aftermath of the Red Dragon 
battle. I wonder what happened, so, that's one possible idea of how 



Hiccup got home. 


And in modern society know about the phantom limb pain, but back then 
I suppose their comprehension on the matter was more limited. We 
don't see it in the TV or movie but I'm sure Hiccup was affected by 
the loss of his limb, and possibly the psychological effects of it 
still sometimes manifest, even when he's apparently okay. 

Ramble off. If you read the whole thing you deserve a cookie. 
xD 


11. Tell a Tale, add a Tail 

**Summary:** You know when word spreads around, and eventually the 
original message gets scrambled up? 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Tell a tale, add a tail<p> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"Hey Fishlegs. Have you seen Hiccup?"<p> 

Fishlegs didn't even look up from his absorbing book a€" a dangerous 
task while walking, but he was experienced at this sort of 
multitasking by now. 

"Nope, sorry Astrid." 

Astrid sighed deeply, shaking her head at no one in particular. 
"Well, if you do find Hiccup please tell him I'm looking for him. I 
really need him to check on Stormfly's new saddle." 

"Okay . " 

Soon after, Fishlegs happened upon Snotlout rushing around by the 
docks, a basket of fish in his arms. 

"Hey Snotlout. You seen Hiccup? Astrid was looking for him, she said 
something about needing him to check her saddle." 

Snotlout merely shook his head and shrugged, not even slowing down. 
"I'm meeting up with Tuff in the stables, so if Hiccup's there I'll 
let him know." 

Tuffnut was already at the Dragon Stables long before Snotlout 
arrived, since he was the one on cleaning duty that day. Snotlout 
carelessly dropped the basked of fish a€" some of them fell out a€" 
and gave out a loud yawn. 

"Here's the fish for the dragons," Snotlout said. Tuffnut only 
grunted a thank you of sorts and continued to sweep the floor, 
focused on his task because he wanted to get it done as soon as 
possible . 

"Yeah, you're welcome," Snotlout deadpanned. Then he remembered 
something about Fishlegs, and asked Tuffnut whether Hiccup was 
around . 



"Nope, haven't seen him," the male Thorston replied 
absent-mindedly . 

"Well, I'm gonna go flying with Hookfang a€" have you seen the 
weather? a€", so if you see Hiccup tell him that Astrid wants him to 
check on her saddle." 

"Astrid. Hiccup. Saddle. Got it." Tuff grumbled back. 

Snotlout made a big show of stretching and yawning some more. 

"It's a beautiful day to be out flying; why anyone would ever want to 
be cooped up inside a dark, smelly a€"" 

Something wet and slippery connected with Snotlout 's head, knocking 
his helmet to the ground. Tuffnut, broomstick held up menacingly, was 
just about ready to toss another fish at Snotlout. But the 
dark-haired Viking ducked, grabbed his helmet, and made off before 
Tuff could steady his aim. 

"Yeah, you better run for it!" 

"Not running, flying!" Snotlout obnoxiously called back, his voice 
already distant. 

Eventually, a frustrated Tuffnut finished his duties and, tiredly, 
dragged himself all the way from the Academy back to his house. He 
plopped down at the table for half a mug of ale and some bread and 
cheese . 

His sister arrived in the meantime, carrying a basket of laundry with 
her, and Tuffnut took the opportunity to remind her she needed to 
take Barf and Belch to Gobber for a check-up. 

"Why does it have to be me?" Ruffnut complained, setting the basket 
on the floor near the fireplace, "I've been doing errands for mom all 
day . " 

"Because it's Barf's breath that smells really bad **and** he's been 
grumpy. Since he's **your** half of our dragon, you're the one who 
has to take him, " Tuffnut reasoned. 

"Ugh," groaned Ruffnut, "Fine then. I'll take him. But I'll check if 
Gobber 's at the forge first. Don't want to wake up Barf and Belch for 
nothing . " 

"Oh, wait up, " her brother called as she was leaving, "do you know 
where Hiccup is? Astrid wants something about a saddle with 
him. " 

"No idea," Ruffnut answered with a shout, already outside. When she 
got to the forge Gobber was there alright, heavily beating away at a 
red-hot piece of iron with his prosthetic hand, now converted into a 
weighty hammer. 

"Hey, Gobber!" Ruffnut yelled over the sound of metal clanking on 
metal . 


"Aye, lass!" He replied, his movements never stopping. 



"Are you free today?" 


"Eh?" 

"Barf. Needs. Dentist!" She yelled back slowly. 

"Jus' give me ten minutes!" Gobber yelled back. 

"Thanks!" Ruffnut said, and before going back out she added, "If 
Hiccup comes by, tell him that Astrid wants a saddle from 
him! " 

"**Eh**?!" it took Gobber a couple of seconds for the words to sink 
in. He figured he'd misunderstood what Ruffnut had said, so he 
stopped hammering and looked around; but she was already 
gone . 

Gobber finished up his work, and when he was done he began to gather 
his favourite dentistry devices. Hiccup arrived in the meantime, 
scurrying about all over the place as if he were looking for 
something . 

"Oy, Hiccup. Where 've ya been all day?" Gobber asked, drawing the 
words slowly and purposefully. Hiccup was so distracted he didn't 
even notice the forewarning, suggestive tone of his mentor's 
voice . 

"I just went for a long flight with Toothless after lunch today," 
Hiccup replied hastily from within his office as he scrambled around 
looking for something, "and I kind of lost track of time because I 
found this really cool thing... Anyway, the problem is I forgot I'd 
promised to help Astrid out, but I need to find something 
f irsta€ 1 " 

Hiccup continued to mumble to himself as he rummaged through his 
workbench and shelves absent-mindedly, opening and closing several 
small flasks and jars, smelling them, making an occasional sour face 
at one or another. 

Gobber took the opportunity to corner his apprentice, standing 
directly in front of the passage from Hiccup's small office to the 
forge. This was going to be interesting. 

"So, speaking of Astrid, I've heard something very strangea€ 1 " 
a€" a€" a€" a€" /\\ a€" a€" a€" a€" 

By the time Hiccup managed to find Astrid, he was all but out of 
breath from half-walking, half-racing around Berk TWICE, clutching a 
little flask of leather oil nervously in his sweaty left 
hand . 

"Hiccup! There you are," Astrid greeted with a smile and a small 
wave, "I've been looking for you!" 

But Hiccup just marched up to her and thrust the small container into 
her hands; his expression unreadable, ears and cheeks a sunny shade 
of pink, eyebrows knit together over darting green eyes. 



"Urn... thank you?" Astrid said, unsure. She cocked an eyebrow at her 
boyfriend; he looked like he had a fish bone stuck in the back of his 
throat . 

"Hey. Are you okay?" she asked out of concern, in an oddly 
sympathetic voice she. Hiccup just nodded a€" in a way that screamed 
he **wasn't** quite okay. Astrid sighed, knowing him all too 
well . 

"Just spit it out. What is it?" 

Hiccup was clearly struggling with _something_, that much was certain 
a€" his body language was all over the place. His arms wouldn't stand 
still, his fingers drummed onto the palms of his hands, and he was 
making that adorably silly blowfish face that he always made when he 
was edgy or unsure. 

He glanced around tensely, to check if there was anyone around to 
hear him, before leaning over to Astrid. 

"Yeah, uha€ 1 soa€ 1 what's this thing about," he cleared his throat, 
searching for the right words, "you wanting toa€ 1 uma€ 1 _straddle_ 
me? " 


-k k 


k 


><p>END<p> 

k k k 


><p>Don't even ask, I have no idea what this is okay? xD<p> 
And, yes, I know I switched "tale" with "tail" :p 


12. From Me To You 

Birthday present for RTNightmare ! :) I hope you enjoy it, even 
though I somehow got the prompt wrong (well, what could you expect, 
under the circumstances you asked me... lol xD) . Still, there is 
gift-exchanging in this one-shot (although I am _TERRIBLE_ at 
thinking up gifts for ANYONE, so I'm sorry if they suck, haha) . 

I also may or may not have "borrowed" something from 
Kumiho-Kit sune . . . :p 

HAPPY BIRTHDAY! 

k k k 


><p><strong>Summary<strong> : 'Tis the season to bea€ 1 _horny? 

k k k 


><pXstrong>Erom Me To You<strong> 

k k k 


><p>Toothless ambled through the Mead Hall happily, freed of his 
saddle device for the night, shaking his bells-covered fake reindeer 



antlers at passers-by . <p> 


All those who crossed his path would invariably pat him a€" after 
all, he was basically the only dragon that stayed around for 
Snoggletog every year a€" and feed him little strips of dried cod 
fish dipped in anchovy sauce. That was his favourite snack, but it 
always made Toothless thirsty. 

He tried sneaking up on his human companion, who sat at one of the 
long tables casually conversing (and drinking) with his human 
friends. But Hiccup heard the Night Fury approaching a€" you could 
hear the fake antlers ringing across the Mead Hall a€" and 
instinctively hid his mug inside his vest. 

Toothless warbled in protest, but Hiccup waved an accusing finger at 
the dragon. 

"No no no," Hiccup warned, "Bad dragon. You get waaay to hyper when 
you drink wine." 

Toothless glared at his best friend and huffed, turning his head to 
smell Tuffnut's cup instead. 

"Wait, last time Toothless had apple cider he got really bad gas." 
Ruffnut whispered to her brother's ear. 

Tuffnut nodded and covered his mug, earning a spiteful stare from the 
Night Fury. Ruffnut mimicked her brother's gesture, if a little more 
discretely . 

"Sorry, but since we also have to put up with you tonighta€ 1 no gas." 
Tuffnut said adamantly, waving a denying finger in the air. 

Snotlout shattered Toothless' dreams immediately. "No way. This is 
_my_ rum. Go drink water." 

Fishlegs only had mead in his mug, and Toothless didn't care for the 
taste of fermented barley right now; he wanted something more 
refined. So he merely shot steam off his nostrils and spared the 
young Vikings one last scornful look before standing up and walking 
away on his two hind legs as dramatically as possible. 

"_Great_. I have a bad feeling that he's planning to get back at us 
for this, " Hiccup deadpanned as he watched the Night Fury try to 
trick people into giving him booze to drink. 

Nobody would, though; they pretty much already knew Toothless had to 
be kept off most known alcoholic beverages for a number of 
reasons . 

Hiccup's hand carried the tankard to his mouth, but as he prepared to 
take a drink he got slapped in the back so hard he nearly spilled the 
whole thing on his lap. He turned to see A*svaldr, Astrid's father, 
grinning widely at him while patting his back heartily. 

"Hiccup!" He greeted cheerily, cheeks brightly coloured by the heat 
of wine, a large mug dancing in the hand he wasn't using to dislocate 
Hiccup's shoulder. 

"Mister Hofferson!" Hiccup greeted back with equal cheer. By the 



Gods' good grace, A*svaldr had grown quite the soft spot for Hiccup 
as the youngster's relationship with his daughter blossomed. 

"You boys havin' fun?" 

The group of young Vikings all cheered back and raised their cups 
enthusiastically, clanking them down on the table with lively 
verve . 

"Ach, Hiccup, " A*svaldr said, placing a solid hand on the young man's 
shoulder. He looked up dazedly, smiling at the Mead Hall's ceiling 
beams as if they were a good friend waving at him, "just you wait 
'till you see the Snoggletog gift me wife an' I got me Astrid this 
year . " 

Hiccup couldn't quite decipher the odd wink A*svaldr gave him. He 
figured he better not try to, anyway. 

"Speaking of which, where _is_ Astrid? Haven't seen her since this 
morning, " Hiccup wondered out aloud, half to himself and half to his 
girlfriend's father. 

"She'll be coming in any minute now. Night's still young an' a€" ah, 
thar she is ! " 

Hiccup's jaw slacked ever the slightest as a stunning young woman 
with a loose golden mane appeared through the Great Hall's gates, 
like some Valkyrie descended from Valhalla come to claim him. 

He'd gladly give himself in; she needn't ask twice. 

She wore a fur mantle upon her shoulders that covered her back and 
her arms, but gracefully shrugged it off as she made her way 
inside . 

She was Astrid, he knew, but she looked _so_ different. He hardly 
ever saw her with loosened hair, and he could not recall the last 
time he'd seen her in an actual _dress_. It was a lovely gown by 
itself, granted, but clinging to her body like that only gave it more 
grace . 

Hiccup sighed without even taking notice of it, burying his chin on 
his hands as he watched her with riveted eyes. He drank in the 
details, for he could so easily get lost when observing something 
that fascinated him _this_ much. 

There were four small, loose braids, two on each side of Astrid' s 
head, knotted together at the back. The way the long dress billowed 
behind her wake seemed to be sweeping his feet off the ground just 
about as much as it swept the floor. 

The dress tightened just so at her waist and flared at her hips, 
accentuating her figure in all the right places. He loved how the 
fabric barely covered her shoulders, a strip of it draping down her 
the back of her arms loosely. 

It was the colour of sand on a summer day, embroidered with intricate 
golden patterns around the neckline and hemline. 

It had a cleavage. That dress had a cleavage. _There was a cleavage. 



A cleavage had been spotted_. Thor almighty in Midgard up above, a 
cleavage. Hiccup liked the cleavage very, very much. 

Hiccup somehow heard Tuffnut groan as his sister kneed him on the 
shin, guffawing something about it being rude to stare. Snotlout let 
out a shameless wolf-whistle into his mug, and the sound resonated 
with a strange muffled echo. 

The Chief's son's eyes landed on his male companions accusingly, in 
such a way that all three of them a€" Snotlout included a€" 
immediately found much more interest in staring at their tankards. 
Hiccup had no idea when it was he'd started this, this whole 
_protective_ thing about Astrid. It was a little absurd, if he 
thought of it logically. He knew she was his, as he was hers. They 
were loyal, and if there were to be a change of heart from either of 
them, there would be very little that could be done. 

He didn't feel _entitled_ to anything. Yet, stillaCl he would find 
himself feeling a little jealous at times. And, at the moment, a 
little smug. 

"I take it ye like it then!" said A*svaldr, breaking Hiccup's 
concentrat ion on his stop-eyeing-my-girlf riend-I-swear-to-Odin 
glare . 

"You kids have a good evening! Happy Snoggletog!" he bellowed before 
mingling back into the crowd, and two dozens of surrounding Vikings 
sang back the holiday merriment in unison. 

Somewhere on the west side of the Great Hall, Toothless casually 
abandoned the noisy, jingly antlers that ornamented his head and 
slinked away, unwatched. 

By the time Astrid flung herself down on the bench with a groan and a 
positively bummed-out expression. Hiccup's little moment of 
unrestrained rapture had already begun to subside. All visions of 
Astrid as a deity dissipated the moment she rolled out her tongue and 
threw her head back childishly, as if on a tantrum. 

He just had to will himself to stare away from that cleavage a€" 
which was as far away from childish as possible. 

"Is that wine?" she asked eagerly, her eyes suddenly lighting up the 
tiniest bit. 

"Yeaha€l" Hiccup began, but was cut off when she mugged the jug from 
his hands. He watched her warily as she took one gulp, then another 
for good measure, and why not a third one just in case the others 
couldn't make their way down. 

"Ah, it's good. Mmm, " she said approvingly, clicking her tongue and 
then running it across her lips. Hiccup's head dipped in ever so 
slightly before he stopped himself; maybe biting her lips in the 
middle of the Great Hall wasn't the wisest of choices. He decided 
he'd corner her somewhere less crowded and then make his move. 

"My dad got it for me. It's some good wine he got as a peace 
offering. So, I thought I'd share it with you." 


"I'd love a mug, thank you!" She beamed at him expectantly. 



"Your wish is my command. Milady. I'll be back in two minutes," 

Hiccup said, standing up and bowing exaggeratedly to her. She 
chuckled at the gesture and shoved him to send him on his way. 

"Just don't go bewitching any other guys with your charms while I'm 
gone, you hear me?" He added jokingly. 

To which she replied, "Well, I'll try my besta€ 1 at least until I get 
bored from waiting!" 

Hiccup laughed at their banter and hurried away. When he returned 
with two full mugs Astrid was chatting away with Ruffnut. Both girls 
were giggling atypically until they saw him approaching; then Ruffnut 
got up, smirking, and strolled away from the table in the most 
conspicuous way possible. 

Only Fishlegs and Bulknose, two years their elder, remained at the 
table a little farther away, engrossed in some conversation about 
medicinal uses of dragon droppings. 

"What was _that_ all about?" Hiccup asked curiously, gesturing his 
head in Ruffnut 's direction. 

Ruffnut chose that very same moment to look back, still grinning, 
with less subtlety than a Gronckle dancing the ballet. 

Astrid seized the mug from his hands and took a fourth swallow a€" to 
join the party with the other three drinks a€" again smacking her 
lips contentedly. She shook her head a little, "None of your 
business; just girl talk." 

Hiccup dropped the topic immediately. There was something weird and 
scary about the mythic 'girl talk' thing that immediately made him 
want to just back the Hel off. 

He sat down next to her at the table, his free hand placed tenderly 
upon her bare arm. He looked at her as she observed some children 
playing apple dive. Astrid was just soa€ 1 soa€ 1 

"You look pretty," he blurted out lamely. Of all the poetic words 
coursing through his head right now that could possibly describe how 
she looked a€" some of them unsuitable to be spoken aloud in public, 
granted a€" he had to go for _that_ one. Smooth. 

"Oh. This?" Astrid glanced down at her dress, seeming unimpressed. 

"My parents got it as a Snoggletog gift for mea€ 1 But I guess you 
like it more than I do." 

She threw him a flirty smile and a very specific wiggle of her 
eyebrows . 

"Well, actuallyaOl" Hiccup settled his eyes on her and nodded 
approvingly, as if he were admiring a cute dragon egg. "Yeah, this is 
a pretty great gift." 

"Soa€l would **you** like to wear it?" 


Hiccup shot her a flat look. 



"Haha, funny. I think you got me wrong," he deadpanned. He leaned 
over and whispered into her ear, "**you** would be the gift. The 
dress is just the wrapping." 

He grinned slyly at the bashful look she now donned; both their 
cheeks became a matching shade of faint pink. They rubbed shoulders, 
chuckling amusedly at their carefree, overt flirting. 

"Oh, uma€ 1 Speaking of presents. Here's mine," he said, digging into 
his vest and pulling out a wrapped parcel for her. "Happy Snoggletog. 
From me to you." 

Astrid bit her lower lip as she unwrapped the gift, and let out a 
gasp when she saw what it was. 

"It's beautiful! Oh, HiccupaO 1 You shouldn't have." 

Astrid admired the lovely gift in her hands. It was headband made 
from fine leather, a little wider than the one she usually wore and 
by far the most beautiful one she'd ever laid her eyes upon. 

It was adorned with shiny, carefully polished gemstones instead of 
metallic studs. An engraved pattern ran through the length of it, 
criss-crossing between each stone in an abstract Nordic 
design . 

"These are iridescent opals, " Hiccup explained, pointing at the white 
shimmery ones, "and these are lapis lazuli." 

She wondered at the intensely blue stones, patterned with small 
streaks of gold; then she marvelled at the stunning light-catching 
effect of the opals. 

Astrid pulled Hiccup into a hug, kissing his neck and his ear with 
enthusiasm as she thanked him. 

"So I, uh, take it you like it?" 

"Oh," she sighed happily as she once again looked at her present, "I 
love it. Help me put it on." 

Hiccup tied it at the back of her head, under her hair so only the 
part on the forehead was visible. She laughed and pulled him in for a 
kiss on the lips. 

"It's wonderful. Hiccup. And I've just recently lost one, so this is 
really convenient, too." 

"Ah, about thata€ 1 " He said, chuckling nervously. "You didn't lose 
anything. I just kind of borrowed one of your headbands. And, uh, 
guess I forgot to put it back?" 

"What? How did youa€ 1 but why?" Astrid eyed him suspiciously, still 
smiling . 

"Because I made that headband myselfa€l" he said. 

"Oh, that's so sweet of you!" she gushed, her voice unusually 
pitched. She needed to ease down on the winea€ 1 not that Hiccup 
minded her getting handsy. 



"a€l and I was afraid I wouldn't get the size of your head right," he 
added quickly, grinning goofily as she gave him a mockingly harsh 
look . 

"Hiccup, are you saying my head is big?" 

"Wella€l it's bigger than mine." 

She smacked him playfully on the shoulder, too elated to even bother 
with a proper comeback. 

"It's time for the Snogggletog play!" Stoick announced then, and the 
couple turned on their seats to fixate their attentions on the stage. 
Hiccup testily snaked his hands around Astrid's back and pulled her 
flush against his chest. 

He buried his nose in her loose hair and, as discretely as he could, 
kissed her neck. Her shoulders squirmed as she tilted back ever so 
slightly, affectionately bumping her head on his. 

"Look!" Astrid said, pointing at the children who were climbing onto 
the stage, "They all look so sweet in their little dragon costumes." 
But Hiccup wasn't exactly looking at the kids; he was more like 
taking advantage of his good angle and ogling the much-welcome 
cleavage with peaked interest. 

He had to stop after a while, and focus on his surroundings rather 
than on the two round, soft objects of his affections; after all, he 
didn't want his '_peaked interest_' cresting too obviously under his 
trousers . 

The couple sat there drinking and chattering idly, watching the 
theatre unfold, enjoying the animated festivities all around and each 
other's company. 

The Hooligans had eventually learned to cope with the idea of not 
spending the holidays with their dragons, since they didn't want to 
disturb the creatures' breeding habits. 

To counter their absence, they came up with a new tradition a€" a 
very similar festivity, held about two weeks later, to celebrate the 
return of their dragons and welcome the babies that tagged along. 

Most babies would grow and leave within few months, but by then they 
would hold a farewell feast. 

Nobody ever said Hooligans didn't like to celebrate things, after 
all . 

Everyone laughed whole-heartedly when Toothless interrupted the play, 
running all over the place with something in his mouth. A 
holiday-themed Gobber chased after the Night Fury with an unsteady 

limp, howling, "Ye come back here with tha ' cask, ye hear me?" 

They circled around the little stage a couple of times until 
Toothless bounded up to one of the ceiling beams, holding the barrel 

safely between his paws. The Night Fury teasingly gurgled his own 

form of laughter at Hiccup's mentor, who stood looking up and cursing 
while Toothless downed the whole thing. 



He then glided back down with a graceful flap of his wings, but left 
the barrel on the ceiling just for show. 

"Tha' was ma fav'rite rum. It wasn't even halfway through," Gobber 
slurred sourly as Toothless pranced around him, all but gloating. 
People patted Gobber 's back and offered him their own drinks, in pure 
Snoggletog spirit. 

"I feel like I should be more concerned about my dragon," Hiccup 
droned, distractedly tapping the rim of his mug with his 
fingers . 

"Toothless is a big dragon. He can take care of himself," said 
Astrid, clearly amused by the scene. 

Hiccup was about to reply; something about Toothless' behavioura€ 1 
But the thought was yanked from him. Right then he cared less about 
Toothless' uncanny bout of irresponsibility, and more about the way 
his girlfriend's hand suddenly found itself snaking up his 
thigh . 

The way she whispered into his ear made him feel quite jittery, and 
very much inclined to throw discretion out the window. 

"Soa€l Want to go someplace quiet and open up your Snoggletog 
present ? " 

Hiccup didn't need to voice out his consent; his eyes widened and his 
lips quirked deviously. He shook his head in a vigorous way that 
meant he was, by all means, more than ready for a romantic escapade; 
but still discretely enough that he didn't look like a dog in 
heat . 

"I'll go out first," Astrid said as she stood up, "and you'll follow 
me after a few minutes. Your house." 

Hiccup agreed; after all, his father and the rest of the men would be 
celebrating until the sun came up, and all the general drinking would 
make it hard to notice a pair of lustful youths gone amissa€l 

He could hardly wait. After Astrid left. Hiccup decided to bide his 
time by walking around casually, waving at people in a mostly random 
way, trying to seem like he was interacting with someone and keeping 
himself busy when he was, in fact, just very eager to slip unnoticed 
out the doors, run to his house and thena€ 1 and thena€ 1 

And then Fishlegs bumped into him. Hiccup cursed his bad luck; he was 
_just_ about to leave the Meade Hall. 

"Hiccup, you'd better come quick!" Fishlegs said, sounding 
preoccupied as he waved his beefy arms in the air, unknowingly 
blocking Hiccup's path to happiness. 

"What? C'mon Fishlegs, not now," Hiccup groaned, "I have other things 
to a€"" 

"But this is serious!" Fishlegs insisted. 

"So am I!" Hiccup snapped back irritably. 



"What do you have to do right now that's so important?" 

"That'sa€l actually none of your business," Hiccup crossed his arms 
and scowled at his friend, indicating that he was pretty much done 
with the conversation. 

"Okay, _fine_. But if you don't come soon, something's gonna 

a€"" 

There were screams and the sound of something breaking; Hiccup 
jumped, turning around to seek the source of the startling noises. He 
immediately saw the column of fire and smoke curl up into the air and 
begin to reach the ceiling at an alarming pace, filling the air with 
the smell of burning paper. Some Snoggletog decoration had been set 
on fire at the very end of the Meade Hall, and it seemed pretty 
intent in burning away as scandalously as it could. 

"By Freyja's teeth and titsa€l " Hiccup swore as he realized the fire 
was _dangerously_ close to the mead barrels. He exchanged glances 
with Fishlegs, who shot him a ' told-you-so ' look, and both of them 
set off running towards the accident area. 
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Astrid awoke up with a gentle nudge and, drowsily, opened her heavy 
eyes. It took her a moment to realize she wasn't sleeping in her own 
bed. It took her another moment to realize she was in Hiccup's 
bedroom, being woken by the man himself. It took her a third moment 
to remember _why_ she was there, and why she'd fallen asleep. 

"Ow!" Hiccup grumbled when her fist connected to his arm a little 
more roughly than usual. "Okay, I guess I deserved that," he 
conceded, rubbing the affected area. 

"What time is it?" 

"It's late," Hiccup groaned, flopping down on the bed and 
unceremoniously flinging his arm around Astrid' s waist and dragging 
her down with him. 

"Wait," she protested, albeit half-heartedly, "I'm _mad_ at you. Why 
are you so late?" 

"Please don't be. It wasn't my fault." 

She eyed him suspiciously in the dim candlelight, catching the 
irritated look in his face before he started vigorously rubbing it 
with his hands. 

"You smell like you've been at the forgea€ 1 " Astrid pointed out, 
sniffing the air loudly to emphasize her point. 

Hiccup held his left arm up to his face and dragged in a large intake 
of breath. He nodded in agreement, chuckling humourlessly despite 
himself . 


"Long story short, Snotlout thought it was a good idea to challenge 
Toothless into a rum-drinking contest." 



"Oh no. 


"And, of course. Toothless won." 

"No wonder," Astrid snorted at the all-too-obvious result. 

"But by then Snotlout was so wasted he accused Toothless of 
cheat inga€ 1 " 

"Smart move." 

"And, you know, people say Toothless didn't really do it on purpose. 

I mean, they say he kind ofa€ 1 _burped_, " Hiccup said, now flailing 
his arms around in exasperated motions, like he was trying to paint a 
picture of what happened. 

Astrid' s eyebrows rode straight up her forehead and hid under her 
hair . "Soa€ 1 ? " 

"Basically, some decoration caught on fire." 

"Oh no." 

"And the Twins **did** say they only wanted to help put it 
out . " 

"Oh, _no_." 

"But they used rum instead of water." 

By now, all Astrid could do was run her hands through her mildly 
tangled hair, her eyes rolling as far back as possible. Rum was 
expensive . 

"Obviously you can imagine what happened, " Hiccup concluded, 
dismissively waving his left hand as if he'd gotten tired of painting 
the picture of the events and had decided to smear a big blob of 
paint on the canvas and just be done with the thing. 

"So where's Toothless now?" Astrid asked. 

Hiccup glanced at her seriously as he drummed his fingers over his 
chest. "My dad sent him to _sleep it_ out in the dragon stablesaO 1 
along with the twins and Snotlout." 

He noticed Astrid' s chin quiver as her lips contracted into a pucker, 
but she had the decency to refrain from bursting into laughter. 

"So now my best friend is in detention, my dad's mad at me even 
though _**!**_ didn't set anything on fire, and I'm not getting my 
Snoggletog present after alla€l _What_ are you smiling at?" Hiccup 
asked, annoyed at his girlfriend's gigantic smirk. 

"I never said I wouldn't be giving you your present, silly," Astrid 
cooed, placing her hand tenderly on his shoulder and stroking it 
gently. She leaned over him, kissing his neck and his chin lightly, 
then his eyes and his cheeks. 

She stopped just near his lips, letting her breath dissolve into his 



skin like a warm summer breeze. She saw he had his eyes closed as she 
pulled away, his mouth halfway open in expectation. 


He opened just one of his green eyes, languidly searching for her. 
"What are you doing?" 

"Getting your present, " she answered matter-of-fact ly, bending over 
the side of the bed to grab a parcel she'd hidden underneath 
it . 


"a€l I thought _you_ were my present?" he asked, torn between 
confusion and curiosity a€" plus a sense of mild disappointment. He 
_really_ wanted to 'unwrap' that dress. 

Astrid frowned at him before sitting back on the bed and handing him 
the bundle. 

"What is it?" Hiccup inquired curiously, obliviously sticking his 
tongue out the side of his mouth while he turned the parcel around in 
his hands, testing its weight. 

"Why don't you try opening it up, dummy?" 

"a€l Right." Hiccup undid the packaging, and what he pulled from 
within the fabric caught him by surprise. They looked like hands, 
only made of soft leather and, on the inside, a thin layer of 
wool . 

"Whata€ 1 how?" He asked, flipping them around and looking at them in 
all sorts of angles. 

"You got frostbite that one time you flew off to near Visitnug 
Territory," Astrid casually explained, "You always say you don't wear 
mittens because they keep you from holding the saddle properly, soa€ 1 
There. Try them on." 

Hiccup didn't know what to say; he slipped his hands inside and gaped 
at how well they fit, and how warm they were. He moved his fingers 
around, admiring the effect. 

"So now when you go on extra long flights up North, you can keep your 
hands protected and still have mobility. What do you think?" 

"I think I'm not just wearing these for flights," he replied 
earnestly, chuckling at his leather-fitted hands. "How did you make 
these, anyway?" 

"Wouldn't _you_ like to know!" she teased, elbowing him gently on the 
sides. Her mother had helped her, granted, but separating the fingers 
had been Astrid' s idea. 

Her mother had been educating her in the arts of house-keeping as of 
late a€" assuring her daughter that she'd need the skills someday 
_soon_ a€" and though Astrid didn't have a finger for cooking, she 
pretty much had a knack for sewing and stitchinga€l much like her own 
boyfriend, as her mother was keen on pointing out. 

Of course, Astrid would never confess to the fact that she was, by 
all intents and purposes, being somewhat domesticated. Besides, that 
wasn't **entirely** possible anyway, so there was no point in 



bringing it up. 


"Thank you," Hiccup said, pulling her into an embrace. She hugged him 
back, rubbing her hands over his back as he kissed her forehead 
repeatedly, tenderly. 

"So... You ready for your second gift?" Astrid drew away and turned 
her back to him. With one hand, she delicately pulled her blonde 
locks aside, revealing the criss-crossed lace that tied at the back 
of her dress. 

Hiccup understood the implication immediately; the information 
travelled from his eyes to his brain, then made its way down to his 
nether regions, where his body replied with a vigorous nod. _Yes_, 
Hiccup's body all but vibrated, _I am more than ready for my second 
gift_. _I am quite overjoyed to be getting a second gift._ 

"Can I keep these on while we're at it?" he said jokingly, referring 
to the gloves. 

Astrid merely glanced around to cast him an unmistakeable negatory 
look . 

"Okay, you're rightaC 1 " He waved his hands appeasingly, as if trying 
to make up for any misdeeds. "It's not like I'll be needing them to 
keep warm, anyway." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>END<p> 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


><p>Isn't the summary a little deceitful? You were probably expecting 
some smut or lemon something, but no. I'm literally keeping this 
under the covers, haha.<p> 

Hope you all enjoyed, especially you, Rachel. :) 

I kind of didn't have time to re-read this properly, so if any 
mistakes are spotten feel free to point them to me... and if anyone 
has any prompts in mind, feel free to drop ideas. I can't guarantee 
anything, but who knows what might spur my imagination! 

Peace out ! 


13. Allure 

So today I had to go on my 'playtime' e-mail (the non-professional 
one, which I tend to avoid when I'm swamped) and noticed the folder 
had new messages... some were notifications, others were reviews, and 
there was actually a prompt! How very nice! It's been a crummy day 
(crummy week... month) and it helped lift my spirits. 

So, why not upload something? 

It was supposed to be a much bigger ficlet but... didn't happen yet. 
So I'm planning on making this one the continuation of _* *Braids , * *_ 
which is chapter 1. It'll probably have another follow-up, or maybe 



two, where it _builds up_ and then_._. . eh, I just have a funny idea 
for this. I'll wing it. XD 

**Summary**: it is almost inevitable - to become so captivated that 
we slip, and gradually fall... 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><strong>Allure<strong> 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


><p>"Alright lass, out with it."<p> 

The Hofferson matron had just about had it with her daughter's ill 
temper. For the last couple of weeks Astrid had become somewhat sour 
and snarky and spent most of her time flying about for the dragon 
races, checking up on the AirMail Terrors and skipping her 
duties . 

Well, she'd only skipped about four so far, but that was troublesome 
enough as it were. Astrid never skipped chores. 

Upon her daughter's mute stare, she pressed on. "Ya miss Hiccup, 
innit true?" 

There wasn't even the need for a reply; Astrid' s upset look was 
enough of an answer. The girl sighed warily, gazing outside the open 
window of her house, halfway through peeling a€" more like mutilating 
a€" potatoes. 

"He said he'd be gone a fortnight," Astrid groaned, "but it's been 
six weeks . " 

The older woman clicked her tongue. "He **has** written to you, 
hasn't he?" 

"No. I meana€ 1 Well. Yes, buta€ 1 " 

"And he's well and alive isn't he?" 


"He wrote _to me_ through the ONE letter he sent to _his dad_, " 
Astrid spoke up, fiddling with the blade of the cutting knife. "It's 
completely different." 

"So you needn't worry about it, he'll be back soon enough." 


"He didn't write a letter directly **to** me," Astrid insisted, irked 
that her mother was not paying attention to that one **huge** 
detail . 


"An' that means you can just go do your tasks to keep yourself 
busy . " 


Astrid merely groaned but nodded regardless, her shoulders sagging 
with the weight of her bitterness. She continued hacking away at the 
tuberous vegetables until she noticed her mother gaping at her with a 
smirk on her faintly-freckled face. 


"What?" Astrid demanded, not even bothering to keep the bite from her 



tone . 


Her mother waved her hand about in the air dismissively . "Nothing," 
she told her daughter soothingly, "justa€l I never thought you'd be 
actin' all **lovesick, ** is all." 

Upon Astrid's outraged look, the elder woman picked up the basket of 
laundry and crept out the front door in a rush. 

"Ugh! Mother, I am **not** acting like that ! "Astrid called out, but 
the door had already been closed shut. If a stare could burn, the 
door would have burst aflame by now. Astrid slammed her fists on the 
table and returned to the potatoes, slashing at them with misdirected 
indignation . 

Hiccup had done _something_ to her. Most of the changes she'd gone 
throughin the past years were _good _changes. She is still the same 
dedicated person with as much respect for hard work as ever a€" yet 
she found herself acting with more sensitivity, not caring so much 
about appearing tough, being more relaxed when it came to most 
things, in general. She matured and became more comfortable with her 
femininity, her softer side. The desire to prove herself - and her 
family's honor -, now quenched, allowed for a slightly less austere 
look at life. She was _happier._ 

But she hated this one change. She hated realizing she missed him. 

No; that she _longed_ for him. It left her with a dwindling feeling 
of nostalgia about all the little things he did and saida€ 1 

It also made her feel absolutely ridiculous. 

She would often find herself thinking "_I need to tell Hiccup about 
this_! " only to realize, a split-moment later, that he was not even 
on the same island. Every now and then she would hold her hands 
together, absent-mindedly trying to replicate the way his hands felt 
on hers. She missed the stolen good-night kisses when they parted for 
the evening, and the way his voice pitched with content as he greeted 
her in the morrow. 

A grown up Viking woman should _never_ feel this way. Astrid thought 
back to the day Hiccup left on his trip a€" strike one on her 
feelings. She also recalled telling herself she needed to make him 
**not** want to leave again so soon. Or at least, not for so longa€ 1 
The thought grew in her mind as the weeks went by, along with her 
restlessness . 

Astrid mapped out a plan-of-sort s for their reunion in her mind; she 
would keep her composure and greet him like he'd never even left, 
maybe just punch him softly on those shoulder pads or something. And 
then she'd pretend she was really not _that_ curious about what he'd 
been through. Where he'd been through. Whom he'd met. 

Yes. Astrid Hofferson knew how to keep her cool. 

She always did. 

That very same day a€" later on, during _mA*l_ a€" , as soon as 
someone called into the Great Hall, "Night Fury sighted! Hiccup is 
back!" Astrid immediately sprang from her seat, knocking her mug over 
and spilling its contents on her food. Oh, smooth. 



Way to keep cool. 


She ignored everyone else's knowing glances - even a snigger from 
Snotlout - and walked towards the exterior as calmly as possible. 
There he was against the grey skyline, closing in on the island with 
vertiginous speed. 

Astrid was helpless to stifle the tightness in her chest, but she 
gave it her best shot. It didn't work; her heart might as well have 
been a drum, played by an overly-excited musician who had drank one 
too many tankards of hydromel. 

Within mere seconds the black figure of Toothless was over the 
village square, slowly circling high above while Hiccup waved around 
and about at everyone. They landed gracefully in the centre of the 
plaza, surrounded by a gathering circle of welcoming Vikings. 

Hiccup climbed off his ride, his movements langorous and heavy. He 
stretched his limbs and removed his helmet, fixing his hair before he 
looked up and beamed at everyone who greeted him. There was something 
slightly different about him; the shadow of a beard, more prominent 
than Astrid ever remembered seeing, gave him some sort of... edge, 
she couldn't put her finger on. 

An angry storm of fluttering butterflies erupted in the pit of her 
stomach. It shook her so violently that the tremors seemed to spread 
all over the place, forcing her legs into an overdrive of muscle 
spasms that threatened to carry her all the way down the stony 
stairway in less than a heartbeat. 

Astrid had to _stop_ herself from running down the uneven steps a€" 
she didn't want to seem too eager, after all. 

She could see Hiccup was looking around a€" for someone - and, 
absurdly, hoped it was for her. But no. He must be looking for his 
father. That must be it. Yes. Keep cool. Focus on the steps. Climb 
down with style. Don't trip, for Thor's sake. 

Astrid scolded her inner drunken musician and figuratively removed 
the alcohol-filled mug from his hand. She swatted at the butterflies 
within and warned her stomach against continuing with the flipping 
and the flittering because it was all very distracting. She needed to 
focus on important things like her balance and breathing and placing 
one foot after the other without looking like a drunken 
penguin . 

Yes. She had this under control. Deep breath. Almost done with the 
stairs. Feet, fail me not. 

"Ah, there she is!" Someone said, effectively breaking her 
concentrat ion . Astrid couldn't help but look up, and it was only by 
divine providence that she did not fall flat on her face right there 
because, all of a sudden, she couldn't quite feel her legs. 

Maybe she was just floating in mid-air and didn't even realize 
it . 

Hiccup pushed through the crowd in his typical strut, arms fanning 
open for a long-awaited embrace. His eyes were smiling just about as 



much as his lips, those very inviting, chapped lips... she felt an 
urge to _moisten_ them. 

A magnet. That was it. He probably had a magnet on him, or something, 
and it pulled at her shoulder pads and at her skirt studs, because 
Astrid couldn't remember telling her body to hurdle forward like that 
and she was pretty sure people couldn't jump that far without some 
sort of exterior force playing its part. 

But she did a€" Astrid leapt directly into Hiccup's arms and was now 
effectively crushing him into a hug. The buckles of his outfit dug 
into her skin even through the fabric, but she didn't care; the hairs 
on his chin tickled her forehead and the warm moist of his breath 
crept down her neck, and this was all she needed. 

"You nearly made me fall over!" Hiccup exclaimed happily, spinning 
her around as he hugged her back with unmasked affection, "Soa€l I 
take it that you missed me?" 

She pulled her head back from her chest, trying her damndest not to 
smile so much; but her cheeks and lips seemed to want to completely 
ignore her wishes. "Of course not," Astrid lied unconvincingly , 
wriggling out of his grasp (or was she wriggling _him_ out of _her_ 
grasp?) and placing her hands securely on her hips to prevent her 
fingers from reaching over and stroking the fuzz across his shaped 
jaw . 

Hiccup chuckled and gave her his typical, lop-sided smirk, unaware of 
what he had just unleashed. The sound - and somehow, the _look_ - 
travelled straight from her ears and into her chest, where it stayed 
and played in a loop, adding a much unnecessary pressure on her chest 
and all of the surrounding area. She felt her extremities tingle - 
_all_ of them - and immediately crossed her arms awkwardly across her 
chest, as if to shield the evidence of his effects on her. 

Still, whatever small distance she now put between them seemed 
insufficient to stifle this... this _allure_ he exuded. 

"a€l Maybe just a little," Astrid then added; for whichever 
Gods-ridden reason, right now he made her feel all sorts of 
inappropriate things that were not at all welcome out here in public. 
She tried playing it down with an overstated eye roll, but it proved 
inefficient - why didn't her eyes want to roll _off_ his face, the 
way she wanted them to? 

She noticed it, then; he still sported the braids she'd woven into 
his hair the day he left. Astrid smiled warmly, elated, and whatever 
remnants of her pretense detachment immediately evaporated. 

Hiccup seized the moment without a hint of hesitation. He bent over 
toward her with deliberate serenity, his left hand finding its perch 
on her hip as he took her lower lip between his, ever so gently a€" 
and the over-sensitive Astrid was caught very, very much 
unaware . 

The musician and the butterflies kicked back in full force, and in 
all honesty Astrid didn't even _feel_ like shutting them down this 
time. She let them run rampant and carry her off to whichever 
direction they were headed to a€" and that direction just happened to 
be the general vicinity of her much-missed boyfriend. 



A mere coincidence. 


In any case, why bother turning those feelings off if they were just 
going to pounce on her whenever Hiccup so much as _breathed_ her way? 
The Gods mocked her. It was no mere coincidence that Hiccup's return 
home coincided with the week before her Moon's Blood; when her skin 
had a tendency to enkindle with every touch and her mind played 
tricks on her, slipping Hiccup into her thoughts unbidden... and in 
those dreams, more often than not, her whimsical boyfriend slipped 
into _her._ 

Yet another thought, best suited for the privacy of her bedroom, 
casually made its way across her mind and _insisted_ in staying and 
enjoying the view. For a moment she grabbed onto it, leaned onto hit, 
snaked her hands around it, felt it press against her - 

"Get a room, you two!" Perfect timing - Gobber bellowed from the top 
of the Mead Hall's entrance; the surrounding Vikings tumbled into a 
roar of laughter. The couple danced apart, startled, as they couldn't 
recall when exactly they'd locked their arms around each 
other . 

"Maybe we will!" Hiccup called back, unabashed, effectively catching 
everyone unaware. The rosy hue of his cheeks and ears gave him away, 
but did very little to lessen his amusingly defiant air, the 
uncharacterist ic evocatory tone ringing all too clear across the 
village square. 

When all the others started wolf-whistling and whooping suggestively 
a€" after a small, shocked pause a€" Astrid just wished the Gods 
would take pity on her and have the ground open up beneath her 
feet . 

Hiccup, strike two. Good grief, she REALLY needed to get him back; 
Astrid hated not paying her debts. 

She settled for elbowing him on the ribs and walking away as courtly 
as possiblea€l for the time being. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>END<p> 


><p>Note: " <em>mA*l<em> " is old Norse for meal, AKA lunch. 

:) 


Anyway, think I should continue this particular 'thread'? Of Astrid 
getting back at Hiccup - I mean, what RIGHT does he have to make her 
feel so... captivated? ;) 

Also, I wanted to put an emphasis on this excitment she feels, maybe 
overly-romancing it; but it's on purpose. I was feeling very 
particular when I wrote this, thee hee . 

Shoutout to my reviewers; thank you so very much. As a writer, 
managing both time and inspiration is sometimes a gruelling task, and 
it takes time and effort. Especially given the situation I'm 



currently in. It's good to know you value this effort enough to click 
on the review button and drop me some words of encouragement. 


As for _Inn MA;tik Munr_, as some have asked: don't worry. I'll 
update it! I just haven't had time to get things **_right_**, and as 
you can imagine it's much easier to upload something that's already 
finished than to finish a chapter of a more complex story. And I 
really am trying to write it without any hiccups. . . no pun 
intended ! 


14 . Axe to Grind 

A prompt brought up by the sneaky Kumiho-Kit sune ! This is all your 
fault. Is the title obvious enough? :) 

Anyway, I sort of did a bit of an experiment with this chapter, so 
please, people - let me know if something sounds weird, because I 
have half a mind of rewriting that part so it sits right with the 
rest of the text. It's more of a grammatical issue than anything 
else, I guess? 

Anyway - warning for NSFW (Not Safe for Work - smut, if you will) . 
Hiccstrid drabble. - ((Thank you for the warning - RATING CHANGED TO 
**MATURE**) ) 

* *Summary* * * * : **Astrid quickly grows quite fond of her new 
weapon . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Axe to Grind<strong> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Astrid quietly, stealthily ambled up to her distracted boyfriend 
as he hammered away at some hot metal. It was warm inside the forge, 
yet he wore a tunic which covered his arms, leather gloves and an 
apron to safeguard his hands and chest. He hadn't secured the apron 
too tightly, she noted. <p> 

It was the perfect timing; her frozen hands shot up under the hem of 
his tunic, her palms and fingers completely pressed against the hot 
skin. She slid her hands from the small of his back all the way up to 
his shoulder blades, and basked in the stifling warmth. 

On the other hand a€" and understandably so a€" Hiccup didn't react 
very well to the sudden jolt of invasive cold creeping up his spine. 
He yelped loudly as he nearly dropped the heavy hammer, his back 
arching and his arms flailing about as he jumped around, trying to 
dislodge whatever it was that had so rudely invaded his personal 
space . 

"Gaaa_**ahhh**_! ASTRID ! , " he barked angrily, sparing her an 
aggravated look as he rubbed his back, wanting to shake off the 
unpleasant sensation. "You startled me! Please, **don't** do that 
when I'm working! And this isn't funny," he added when he noticed her 
gleeful little smirk, "I could have broken my one good foot." Hiccup 
waved the potentially hazardous hammer in his hand, pointing it to 
the endangered foot. 



"I'm sorry! I couldn't resist!" she said, biting back a giggle. "My 
hands are so cold, and you looked hot enough toa€ 1 " Astrid stopped 
when she realized what her words were about to sound like. She 
cleared her throat, ignoring Hiccup's arching eyebrows and curving 
lips, and rubbed her hands together as she casually paced around his 
workspace . 

Thankfully, he decided to ignore the embarrassing statement, and 
instead turned back to his task. "I take it you're here to pick up 
your new axe?" 

" Yes , please . " 

"I'm almost done with this sword. Just give me a sec, I have to 
change and then head out . " 

Astrid nodded, still smiling. "I'll be waiting outside, then." She 
walked away from him, making her way out of the forge while humming 
tunelessly . 

And yet, for some reason, she did not leave. Instead, she sat down 
silently to watch him work the metal, absent-mindedly fixing her 
braid while she waited. 

As the years went by. Hiccup's movements had become swifter, more 
precise. And while he wasn't as broad or powerful as their peers, all 
that flying and working at the smithy a€" and, more recently, sword 
fighting a€" had finally granted him the strength he'd always seemed 
to lack. But this was his own kind of strength; one could say it was 
even somewhat _elegant_. 

Well, in all honesty he'd always been morea€ 1 _graceful_ than other 
Vikings. At the very least, he had always been less brusque, less 
crude, more gifted with delicate and precise tasks than all the 
others of his kind. Hiccup had always bothered with the smaller 
things; his fingers were nimble and skilled and he certainly had an 
eye for fine details, not to mention the coordination to go with 
it . 

So Astrid observed him now, her mind roaming almost aimlessly with 
these little thoughts. She appreciated his rhythm, the precision with 
which he hit and flipped the metal; continuously, never stopping. 
Hiccup was definitely focused on this, engrossed as he always was 
whenever he had a task at hands. 

His auburn hair clung to his forehead, rivulets of sweat dripping 
from his lightly bearded chin. With half-lidded eyes and a slightly 
open mouth, his steady breaths came out in groans whenever stone was 
about to connect with metal, whenever his arm and back arched 
together to bring down the mallet's heavy weight. 

He probably thought he was alone by now; she had _never_ heard him 
sound like that before. There was something primeval about it, 
something vaguely wild even, something Astrid couldn't place her 
finger ona€ 1 Whatever it was, it tugged away at her chest, fluttering 
and flickering, threatening to spread further down her body. 


When Hiccup was done, he plunged the red-hot metal into a basin of 
water; there was a hiss, a column of white steam climbing up through 



the still air. He removed his gloves and apron, placing them upon a 
work table, and then his fingers gripped the hem of his shirt. He 
pulled it over his head and used it to wipe the sweat from his face, 
from his neck and collarbone, from between his shoulder blades, 
before tossing it to a corner. 

Astrid remained quiet a€" although she was anything but still on the 
inside a€" her eyes now riveted to his figure as he moved around, 
unaware of her gaze. She had, of course, seen Hiccup's bare upper 
body before. It was the _context_ that changed the way she looked at 
him. . . but not only that, she admitted. He was taller now, and his 
shoulders wider. His chest was fuller, his arms shaped by lean 
muscles. His jawline was sharper, his hands larger. 

She noted all the details: the freckles on his chest and back and 
arms; the lithe muscles shifting beneath taut skin; the reddish hairs 
blossoming upon his chest, covering his forearms and, more 
interestingly, the ones that surrounded his navel and teasingly 
disappeared under the edge of his trousers. 

Astrid' s hands tensed and twitched at the thought of her fingers 
trailing down that path, of finding what lie under the fabric and 
take hold of it. She shuddered as her thighs pressed together, only 
intensifying the growing heat and pressure, and for a moment she 
imagined it was him she was arching up against, and not just the 
table top. 

There was no denying the changes they had both gone through as they 
aged. Hiccup wasn't the skinny boy she'd fallen fora€ 1 and she was a 
girl no longer. Astrid herself felt a sort of thrill over the way her 
widened hips and thighs caught his attention. She had noticed, no 
matter how much Hiccup tried not to let it show; and she wondered if 
his mind ever delved into these sorts of thoughts, like hers 
did . 

Hiccup took something from behind the counter a€" an axe. It was 
brand new, and Astrid was sure it looked impressive, but right now 
her eyes were solely, utterly dedicated to watching _him_. 

With his left hand Hiccup tested its weight, swaying it loosely. 
Unexpectedly, he swung the axe across the air, cutting an unseen 
enemy in half. The thought of seeing Hiccup actually use an axe in 
battle only further intensified Astrid' s fantasizing. Both his hands 
on the handle now a€" he cut through the air again, and she wished 
his hands would touch _her_ body with the same determination and 
skill . 

He raised the axe above his head and spun around, the muscles of his 

chest and arms hardening with the graceful movement, and 

a€" 

"Astrid?" And just as quickly as that, the spell was broken. For the 
second time that day, and once again by her fault. Hiccup nearly 
dropped a very dangerous weapon on himself. "Odin's balls, woman! 
Would you **please** stop startling me when I'm handling objects that 
could, you know, maim or kill me?" 

Astrid cleared her throat and hopped off the table as casually as 
possible, trying to dull down the throbbing between her legs with 
thoughts entirely unrelated to anything remotely sensual. 



But looking at her half-undressed boyfriend, who held an axe in his 
hand and donned a serious look on his face, wasn't really helping her 
in that department . 

"Sorry, " she said, but in all honesty she was only sorry she got 
caught. Oh Gods. What if he thought she was peeping? 

a€ 1 Which she was, but that was beside the point. Astrid shrugged 
airily, "I just felt like sitting down while I waited." 

Hiccup stared her square in the eye and squinted; Astrid held her 
gaze, not wanting to be the one to break eye contact. After all, he 
could interpret it as embarrassment or something and, in any case, it 
proved easier on her aching loins to stare away from his 
body . 

Eventually, Hiccup awkwardly handed her the axe; he was obviously not 
entirely comfortable with his state of partial undress. Astrid took 
it, distractedly feeling its weight and balance, hoping she wasn't as 
visibly flustered as he was. 

"Soa€l" he began, his arms shifting about as he had no idea what to 
do with them; he settled for crossing them sheepishly against his 
chest, his speckled shoulders twitching slightly as he shifted about. 
All the poise and grace from the previous moments had dissipated as 
the sensual, purposeful Hiccup soon fell back into an endearing, 
clumsy Hiccup. "You wanna test it out?" 

"You already a€"", thorsdamnit, she had to clear her throat again. 
"That's fine. I'll test it out tomorrow. It's late, so, uma€ 1 Thank 
you." One hasty step forward, one quick appreciative peck on his 
lips, and she would hopefully leave all her troublesome thoughts back 
at the forge. 

Hiccup barely even had time to close his eyes. He stood there 
stiffly, frowning at Astrid, who simply maintained her unpreoccupied 
air best she could. 

"Whoa, wait a minute, " Hiccup called out, his bare arms outstretched 
sideways in protest. "So I make you a brand new axe, then you nearly 
cause not one, but **two** accidents, " he put up two fingers in the 
air, as if she needed further reminding, "and _that ' s_ all I get? 

C ' mon ! " 

Astrid didn't want to giggle, but she did; Hiccup almost looked 
serious, if it wasn't for the way his mouth curled before he leaned 
in to kiss her, both his hands cupping her face gently. His lips were 
wet now, warm and soft, his tongue timid yet playful against hers. 

She kept her fingers tightly curled around the axe's handle, to keep 
them from latching on to his skin. 

"I'll see you tomorrow. Milady," Hiccup whispered, planting one last 
kiss on her forehead. Astrid would have hugged him, if she didn't 
fear she would be unable to pull her arms back. 

"See you tomorrowa€ 1 _Little Chief_. " 

"I hate it when you call me that," Hiccup deadpanned, but smiled 
nonetheless . 



><p>Astrid woke up with a jolt, her eyes darting around the dark in 
confusion. She was sweating copiously, her breathing laboured and her 
lips still quivering, her hips wrenching aimlessly against the empty 
air. The stifling heat trapped under her sheets would usually be 
bothersome, but this time it only helped prolong the vivid sensations 
from her fantasy. <p> 

A dream. . . It had only been a dream, but it had felt so _real_ to 
her. If she closed her eyes, Astrid could still see his face; 

Hiccup's face, lips parted as he growled with each thrust, bare 
shoulders and arms tense as they held his weight above her. She 
groaned, then, frustration getting the best of her. 

She tried taking deep breaths, tried to wait it out, tried to direct 
her mind into safer thoughts, but this Hiccup was going nowhere. 
Unclothed, his weight crushing her against the bed, the sweat of his 
skin blending with hers, his hips trapped between her thighs as they 
both moved roughly together. Just the thought of it caused her legs' 
muscles to spasm; it was mildly exasperating, to say the least. 

How could she possibly _feel_ it so intensely, when they had never 
gotten involved like that? 

Astrid turned and shifted in her bed, gripped her pillow, kicked her 
sheets, inhaled and exhaled deeply, but it was all in vain. Her 
roaming hands found her axe under her pillow, and for a moment she 
considered going outside to practisea€l 

No. In reality, she didn't want to go outside. She didn't want this 
feeling to go away. She _wanted_ to give in to it, wanted to ride it 
out and feel _amazing_. She wanted Hiccup, so badlya€ 1 _so_ 
badly . 

In her vision, Astrid' s hands were no longer hers a€" they were 
**his** . 

His were the fingers that ran deftly across the hilt of the axe, 
tracing its texture and gripping it into his strong, firm clasp. 
Hiccup built that weapon himself, forged and sharpened each of its 
blades, prepared the wood and engraved it, all from scratch. His 
hands were all over it as he created it, and also as he tested it out 
bare-chested, thinking he was alone inside the forge. 

Astrid drew the axe from under her pillow, eyeing it with a sense of 
wondera€ 1 and excitement. A thought crossed her mind. She acted upon 
it quickly, lest she let any intrusive sense of propriety change her 
mind. Careful not to cut herself on the sharp blades, she positioned 
the axe's handle between her legs and pushed it away, its dangerous 
head at a relatively safe distance from her body. 

Cautiously a€" testily a€" Astrid pressed the wood against that 
sensitive spot between her legs; then she ground upon it oh so 
tenderly, looking for the right angleaC 1 

She found it. A jolt of pleasure surged inside of her; her loins 
thrummed and throbbed with anticipation. Her heart was soaring now, 
beating frantically against her chest a€" a flame stirred in her 



belly, in the inside of her thighs, underneath her navel. 

Eyes closed, mind about to wander, she let out a deep breath; ragged, 
pleading, urgent. Hiccup was there in bed with her, under those 
sheets, kissing and biting her lips desperately. 

Her left hand caresses the wood with passionate intent; she now holds 
his cock trapped between her fingers, and with a few soft strokes she 
makes him groan into her ear. 

Her right hand is his; he touches her thighs through the fabric of 
her leggings, pinches her ruthlessly, unyielding in his intent to 
feel her. Hiccup's hand roams under the hem of her shirt, hotly 
trailing her stomach, his palms soon upon her breast. He squeezes the 
hardened nipple between his fingers, and Astrid _moans_ 
delightfully . 

It is _his_ hand that slips under her leggings, over her heated 
folds, to find her undeniably _wet_ a€" dripping, sticky, sultry with 
yearning. His fingers easily slide across her inner lips, grazing her 
sensitive spot, stroking her in urgent motions. 

Astrid doesn't care that she's whimpering, she doesn't care that he 
sees her like this, so lost and hot and despairing for his touch. She 
_wants_ him to see her, exposed and raw; giving in to him, and him 
alone a€" with no hesitation, no second thoughts. 

She arches a€" into his hardened cock, into his hand a€" as his 
fingers flick her clit, as they ever so slightly press at the 
entrance of her sex, never once slipping inside entirely. 

But she wants him to; oh, how Astrid wants him, _all of him_, deep 
inside. Her mind reels with the thought of it, and now everything is 
a blur. Nothing makes sense anymore, except for the waves of pleasure 
crashing down on her, weakening yet empowering. Blood rushes to her 
head as her juices rush to her centre, overflowing Hiccup's hand with 
sleek wetness; her head spins with the most delightful dizziness. 

He doesn't stop. He won't stop. He can't stop. She doesn't let him. 

It happens all in a haze, vivid yet distorted, imagined and yet so 
real . 

Astrid is riding him, now; pinning him down on the bed as she grinds 
mercilessly upon his hardness, kissing him nonstop in senseless 
passion, gasping wordless cries into the nape of his neck. His tongue 
traces her earlobe, down her neck, across her shoulder, moved by 
greed and lust . 

Hiccup tells her how much he **wants** her, says how often he'd 
wished for this moment, recounts how many times he'd fantasized about 
her. His voice is low and raw with desire; his breath hot and 
ruthless against her skin. He speaks, whispers her name, as his 
unremitting fingers bring her ever closer to the brim. 

A surge builds up inside of her, threatening to explode. She lets it; 
she _wants_ to be overwhelmed. She wants Hiccup to _know_ he's the 
cause of it. She wants to tell him a€" to thank him for the ecstatic, 
overbearing pleasure he's giving her. 


He has to know how much she loves him. 



Astrid urgently whimpers Hiccup's name into the hot, still air. Over 
and over again, like a mantra, until her body stops shaking and goes 
entirely limp. She calls out to him a€" because she wants him to hear 
it, even though he isn't there. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>END<p> 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


><p>Ta-dah! New axe, for no good reason. Or maybe there's a reason. 
Maybe something happened to Astrid' s mom's axe, who knows - heck, I 
might write about it. But it seemed... weird, for things to 'go down' 
with her mom's axe, you know? So. Yeah. XD<p> 

Reviews are most welcome. :3 


15. Just a Hint 

Since today is the Day of Dragons - fourth anniversary since How to 
Train Your Dragon premiered! - I wanted to upload a little something. 
This was part of a much bigger thing, but I got super lazy and wasn't 
feeling it and this was the part I liked best, so... XD there ya go! 
Happy DoD ! 

**Summary**: sometimes, the smallest of things can bring the greatest 
of joys. Hiccstrid fluff. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong> Just a Hint<strong> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Hiccup woke up to her kisses on his forehead, the sound of her 
soft giggles the sweetest of wake-up calls. Lazily, gradually, his 
heavy eyes fluttered open; despite his sleepiness, he couldn't help 
himself from smiling when he saw Astrid grinning so 
widely . <p> 

"Hornin', M'Lady," he managed to murmur before a loud, relieving yawn 
interrupted his speech and his eyes drooped back to closure. "You're 
up early . " 

Astrid chuckled carelessly. It was always _too _early for Hiccup. 
Daylight filtered through the woollen curtains of their bedroom 
already, yet her husband would easily sleep for another hour or 
two . 

Astrid favoured waking before the crack of dawn; Hiccup, on the other 
hand, had always had a restlessness to him late into the night. Their 
somewhat mismatched sleeping schedules were, on occasion, cause for 
friction. But this could prove useful, somedaya€ 1 

Astrid took as steady a breath as possible, to still the flurry in 
her belly. 



"What time did you come to bed, anyway? Didn't feel you crawl in," 
she whispered into his ear, kissing the stubble across his jawline, 
the length of his neck, his exposed collarbone. Bringing herself 
closer to him helped her feel calmer, more relaxed; the contact with 
his skin soothed her just as much as it thrilled her. 

Hiccup felt a slight draft to his left side as Astrid snuggled back 
under the bed covers. "Late," he replied, shuddering as he felt her 
hand slide languorously across his stomach, dangerously low. 
"**Really** late," he insisted the moment her roaming hand ventured 
under his shirt. 

"Hmmmm, " Astrid hummed, one of her fingers circling around his navel 
as she resumed her kisses; now across Hiccup's chest, ever so slowly. 
The warmth of her lips, pressed tightly upon the fabric of his 
garment, stirs him awake. "I missed you." 

His shirt was pulled halfway up his chest by then; the way Astrid 
lightly dragged her lips across the skin of his belly made his 
muscles clench. She _knew_ he was ticklish, and was certainly doing 
this for her own amusement. Hiccup said nothing against it; he didn't 
want to give her the satisfaction, so he pretended to remain 
unfazed . 

Astrid twirled the hair on his lower belly between her fingers, 
breathing in the scent of his skin under the covers. She was trying 
to get herself together; to keep her nervousness under control. 

Hiccup surely hadn't taken notice, and probably wouldn't even if he 
were awake. He was just so _aloof_ sometimes, so distracted, soa€ 1 
endearing . 

II * *ha* * ' " 

Hiccup jerked when Astrid poked her finger into his navel; he didn't 
know what startled him the most a€" her sudden victorious outcry or 
the overly invasive prod. 

"What the a€" what was _that_ for?" He arched an eyebrow at her the 
moment she threw the furs back; cheeks flustered and lips stretched 
out in wide smile as she held up her hand in front of his face, 
something pinched between her index and her thumb. 

Hiccup squinted. Then frowned. "Lint, " he deadpanned at the source of 
his wife's enjoyment. "You're happy because you found 
_lint_. " 

"_Inside_ your bellybutton, " Astrid corrected, now gazing fondly at 
the minuscule ball of fuzz. "I have plans for it." 

Hiccup eyed her testily one more time before pulling the bed furs 
back up, to at least cover his exposed stomach; the bedroom air was 
cold and still. "Have you been drinking this early in the 
morning? " 

"No, " she chimed, shaking her head over-enthusiast ically; judging by 
her body language and coloured cheeks. Hiccup would have sworn 
otherwise. "And I'm **not** going to be drinking for some 
time . " 


Hiccup scoffed. Astrid enjoyed a hard liquor whenever she could get 



her hands on a good one, and they just so happened to have a nice 
bottle stashed downstairs. 

"Well, the more's left for me then." He let his eyes start to close 
again. The hours of sleep he'd been missing out on for the last 
couple of weeks stubbornly wanted to catch up with him. 

But Astrid a€" also quite stubbornly a€" didn't want that to happen. 
Not right now. She was too anxious, too thrilled, too jumpy a€" she 
didn't want to allow his drowsiness to affect her mood. 

"This is a great ball of lint," Astrid insisted, poking Hiccup's 
cheek with her other hand to keep him awake. 

"Are you still looking at that thing?" Hiccup groaned, although he 
was admittedly amused by now. "Okay then, tell me of your plans for 
that great ball of lint." 

Astrid sat bolt upright, holding the item of greatness carefully 
between her fingers. "I'm glad you asked. See, this is all a part of 
something bigger." 

Hiccup nodded, feigning intense interest in the conversation; in 
reality, he was paying more attention to how her braid was starting 
to come undone, streaks of gold clinging to her cheeks and 
neck . 

"I'm going to collect a small ball of lint from you every day, until 
I have enough." 

His eyes now focused on the curves of flesh under her tunic, but 
Hiccup registered a sufficient amount of her words to maintain the 
conversation. "Enough for what?" he asked absent-mindedly. 

"To knit a sweater, " Astrid announced, sounding convincingly 
smug . 

"It's going to take you a while to collect enough lint for that," 
Hiccup laughed heartily, as the mental image of her wearing a sweater 
made out of bellybutton lint flashed before his eyes. 

Astrid rolled the little ball of lint between her fingers, "It's 
going to be really tiny, just so you know." 

Hiccup flashed her a devious smirk. He sat up as well, wrapping his 
arm around her waist, "Well thena€ 1 why bother wearing it at 
all?" 

She turned her head around just in time to avoid his kiss; his lips 
were met with her cheek instead. 

"I'm not knitting it for _me_, " Astrid explained. 

Hiccup seemed to pause and ponder her words for a while. Then he 
squirmed uncomfortably, "If it makes you happy, I guess I won't mind 
wearing a€" " 

"It's for a **tiny person**," Astrid insisted, now a hint of 
irritation grazing her voice. He was hopeless. 



"Do we know any midgets?" 

_Completely hopeless_. 

"It's for a _**baby**_, for Thor's sake!" Astrid blurted out, 
exasperation finally getting the better of her. Truthfully, she 
**had** dreaded his reaction; but she **needed** to get it out now, 
before she lose her resolution. 

"Whose baa€" " Hiccup started, but then fell silent; his lips parted, 
his eyes glazed and wide. He blinked and shook his head, an edgy 
smile tugging at his lips, a nervous flutter spreading across his 
chest. He tried to articulate the words properly, but all he could 
say was a half-formed "wha..?" 

"I'm pregnant," Astrid replied, the knot in her throat not allowing 
her voice to rise above a whisper. 

She wanted to tell him she'd just been to the healers that morning, 
how nervous she'd been for the past week, and also how _scared_ and 
_excited_ she wasa€ 1 But all explanations would just have to be left 
for another moment. 

She couldn't really talk when her face was pressed so tightly against 
his chest, when his arms were tangled so firmly around her. His 
shaky, exhilarated laughter pushed all the concerns and doubts away 
from her mind. They would pull through this; together. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>END<p> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p>Back to my textbooks, then, sighs/ 

16. Apologize Like You Mean It 
This is all Shauna ' s fault. Bad Shauna. 

Shameless Hiccstrid smut. **Warning**: it's graphic, so don't read if 
you don't like explicit sexual content. :p 

**Summary:** there are times when words just won't cover it... 

■jk" "jk" ■jk" 

><pXstrong>CHAPTER 16 - Apologize Like You Mean It<strong> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Hiccup was entirely side-tracked by her. By her everything; her 
new clothes, the way loose strands of her hair clung to her cheeks, 
the way her hips swayed and her hands worked diligently with the 
needle and fabric. He couldn't quite understand why Astrid wouldn't 
stand still while sowing, or why she wouldn't stop muttering under 
her breath each time she got a stitch wrong. <p> 

He couldn't quite understand _why _he was **so** absorbed in her 



today, but he was. So much so, that he'd already messed up his own 
work a few times, whenever he stole a not-so-quick glance her way 
without stilling his hands. 

They were on a schedule. They had to get the banners and decoration 
ready for the Autumn Harvest a€" special guests from the Meathead 
Tribe were to arrive in a few short days a€" and time was not on 
their side. Everyone in the village had a task to be fulfilled under 
a short time, so tempers boiled faster than what was usual, and 
voices rose louder and more irritably than what was normal even for 
the Hooligans. 

Hiccup was no exception. To top off the stress from the tasks for the 
Harvest, he'd had _more_ tasks a€" **chiefly tasks** a€" set to him 
by his father for the past week. And somehow, every Hooligan's weapon 
had _suddenly_ needed honing or fixing and therefore, the forge was 
always in a constant swirl of people and _all _of them had urgent 
demands to attend to. Flight time had been reduced to a bare minimum, 
so Toothless was always grumpy and moody. 

Last but not least. Hiccup had gotten into a heated argument with 
Astrid two days prior, and they'd barely talked since. The atmosphere 
was somewhat edgy between them; she basically pretended he wasn't 
there unless she needed him to hand her some utilities. 

So they both worked, mostly in silence, tense with pressure and 
repressed longing. Hiccup's thoughts still mostly lingered on 
Astrid' s outfit of choice today. He had barely ever seen her without 
armour of some form, yet today her clothes were devoid of any 
metallic contraption. 

The problem with Hiccup was a€" whenever he was extremely focused on 
something, it was no easy task to get it out of his system. And right 
now, his attention was entirely centred on Astrid. He cursed under 
his breath at the intrusive thoughts roaming his mind, trying to will 
his mind into paying attention to his handiwork. 

The sound of her voice caught his attention soon after. "Where is 
that damn threada€ 1 ? Ah." 

He should have pretended it was none of his business. He should have 
kept his eyes on his materials and just ignored her. But he 
couldn ' t . 

His eyes were riveted to the curve of her backside as she stretched 
toward the top shelf on the wall. She'd had to set her knee on the 
work bench to boost herself up, and her skirt pulled _dangerously_ up 
her thighs, leaving very little to imagination. The way her back 
arched and her arm stretched also called more attention to her chest 
area. Hiccup had _never_ in his life seen that much movement under 
her tunic, and he'd been spending most of the morning thinking he 
might have gone crazy; but something was _clearly_ moving loosely 
under the fabric. 

It was driving him crazy. But it got _worse_. 

Astrid reached the thread, grabbed it, and set her leg back on the 
floor, straightening her skirt. Then, as if she'd accomplished some 
great task, Astrid bounced on the balls of her feet as she unwound 
the thread and prepared to loop it through the needle. His breath 



caught in the back of his throat; _there was definitely a **lot** 

of extra movement going on under her tunic_. 

Hiccup let out a pathetic whimper before shuffling awkwardly, trying 
to get himself into an angle where he could hide the sudden jolt 
under his pants. His eyes moved back over to the needle and cloth in 
his hands, but his mind was still replaying the scene, now etched 
into his retina. He felt helpless, trying to fight the stifled urges 
without avail. 

"Thorsdamnit ! " Astrid cursed and hissed loudly. Hiccup didn't care. 

He couldn't care. He _wouldn't_ care. And he wouldn't look. He 
couldn't; he couldn't _not _look. 

A very flustered Astrid was still shaking her thumb around in the 
air, a small droplet of blood appearing on its surface. She didn't 
waste any time sticking it into her mouth to relieve the sting; but 
was it _really_ necessary to suck on her finger like that? 

He couldn't care that she was looking straight at him. He simply only 
registered how her lips enveloped the skin trapped inside her mouth, 
how her tongue a€" needlessly a€" slowly darted outside, teasingly. 

He didn't even have time to register the absolute nonsense of it all. 
She unhurriedly removed the provoking thumb from her inciting mouth, 
making sure to smack her lips in a way that couldn't possibly be 
unintentional . 

"Do you want me to suck you?" 

"Whaa€" ?" Hiccup choked out, feeling the last of his blood drain 
from his face and make its way down south to where it was, 
apparently, very much needed. 

"_I said_, " Astrid started again, her voice casual if a little weary, 
"do you want me to **punch** you? You've been looking at me like I 
have a yak on my head all morning." 

Hiccup sighed, screwing his eyes shut while shaking his head a 
little. Maybe all the stress of lately was making him see _and _hear 
things . 

"Sorry, I guess I'm just tired and I kind of, uha€ 1 spaced out." He 
chewed his words, half-willing to confess he missed her. But he was 
stubborn . 

"Looks like you need to take my ass." 

Hiccup nearly slipped from his bench. He felt the muscles of his 
stomach clench, and he uncoordinatedly tried to hide the lower half 
of his body further behind his work table. 

"I'm s_orry_?" He whimpered, his voice cracking under the surge of 
tautness overcoming his body. 

Astrid shot him a dirty look. "I said, _you need a break to relax_. 
Honestly, Hiccup, " she groaned in exasperation, her hands slapping 
her sides with such force that he could _clearly_ tell her breasts 
hung loosely beneath her tunic, "this is the same argument all over 
again. You **never** pay attention to what I say!" 



"Th- that's nota€" " 


"And then you're always acting like you have better things to 

do ! " 

Hiccup outstretched his hands, trying to appease her. "Listen! I 
don't do that, I nevera€" " 

"Yes, you **do**l You do that _all _the time, it's like you're always 
in a rush to go somewhere else!" He could tell she was upset, now. 

All of her body language conveyed the irritation that had been 
building up within her in the past few days. "It's like you don't 
want to be with me." 

"What?!" Now Hiccup was the one feeling vexed. "That's ridiculous! Of 
_course_ I want to be with you!" 

Astrid paced around edgily, her braid flicking behind her as she 
suddenly swirled and turned to him with irate verve. "Don't call 
**me** ridiculous. Hiccup Horrendous Haddock! You're the guy who 
prefers to chase after dragons instead of being **a man** anda€" 


That was it. That was enough for him; it was uncalled for and 
unjustified and before he knew it. Hiccup stood and leapt toward her, 
his voice unusually low and rumbling. "Now you listen to me, Astrid," 
he warned, one finger up in the air right in front of her nose, "you 
_know _that ' s untrue. I'm not..." 

He only then realized, far too late, that her eyes were set not on 
his finger, or on his face, or on any point above his waist. Hiccup 
looked down and gulped; he'd been made. 

"Well, that ' sa€ 1 better." Her voice was small and coarse, but the 
look in her eyes spoke _volumes_. Could this be what the entire 
problem was about? 

Yes, it was. There was no doubt about it, now. They hadn't had a 
chance to be intimate in weeks, and whenever the opportunity for them 
to be alone arose. Hiccup was always busy with something, or somehow 
distracted . 

Now it made sense. Her clothing, the way she moved, the way she 
seemed to be avoiding him but, at the same time, appeared to always 
be drawing his attention. He should have caught onto the signs 
earlier, buta€ 1 better late than never? 

"I'm sorry," he said earnestly, his indignation now placated; all 
that remained was raw yearning. He didn't want to struggle against it 
anymore. He couldn't. And why should he? 

"You don't have to apologize for thataC 1 " she started, but he shut 
her off with a kiss, long and languid and licentious; one that would 
hopefully make up for all the ones they'd been missing. 

She moaned and sighed, relieved yet craving more, tangling her 
fingers in his hair, drawing his bottom lip into her mouth eagerly. 
Hiccup didn't waste any time; he cupped her bottom with both hands 
and pulled her flush against him, revelling in the sensation allowed 
by her simple, plain skirt. 



Her hands danced down his back, nails raking impishly over the fabric 
of his tunic; her fingers came in contact with the skin of his lower 
back, trailing teasingly over the edge of his pants. She started 
playing with the waistline, slipping her fingers underneath, pulling 
his trousers loose. His excitement was painfully obvious now, and he 
absolutely yearned for her comforting warmth; but they could never be 
too cautious. 

"Dida€" did you take anya€" mmmf a€"" he paused for breath between 
her unyielding kisses, as her fingertips grazed his very tip. "Did 
you take any preca€" aaahh, " he screwed his eyes shut, temporarily 
forgetting the words as soon as her hand gripped his length tightly. 
His lips remained open and unmoving against hers as he growled hotly, 
nearly losing his balance. 

Astrid ignored his unfinished question, moving her kisses to his 
cheeks and jaw, her hand stroking him in just the right way. Hiccup 
steadied himself and focused on the question. 

"Astrid, " he called out, gasping, "have you been taking precautions? 
Hey, " he protested weakly, but she got on her knees too fast, pulling 
his pants down with her. "Hey! Na€" Ooh, _**Gods**_." 

Obviously she couldn't answer him now; her mouth was full with the 
length of him, disabling both their speeches. It was _warm_; so warm, 
and so wet, and so _good_. Between the perfect suction and the 
perfectly timed tongue flicks, he knew it wouldn't take him long to 
burst. It had been too long since he'd relieved himself, and all of 
it was built up inside and threatened to overflow before he could 
return the favour. 

And Hiccup was all about fair game. 

"Stop," he urged, but she didn't seem willing to heed. "Please, 
Astrid, " he started again, this time cradling her moving head between 
his hands. "_Please_ stop." 

Her movement ceased. Perhaps it was the pleading tone in his voice, 
or the way he pulled her hair out of her face. She looked up, her 
blue eyes glazed, half of him still in her mouth; watching him in the 
most tantalizing way possible. She drew him in gently, her tongue 
mischievously rolling over that critical spot on the head, and it was 
as if she'd drawn all the breath from his lungs. 

"Frigga, " Hiccup hissed, unable to stop his hips from bucking farther 
into her mouth, "you really need to stop." 

It was then she arched an eyebrow, but complied. She slid him out 
gradually, purposefully so, allowing the saliva to form a viscous 
bridge between her clammy mouth and his member. Something about this 
was ridiculously arousing. 

"Why? Don't you like it?" For a moment her eyebrows weaved together, 
and she blinked a sliver of passing insecurity from her eyes. 

"No... I _love_ it," he replied breathily, smirking deviously. In one 
fell swoop he bent over and picked her up by the underside of her 
arms. Astrid squeaked in protest when he pulled her up and, as he 
moved his hands under her skirt to knead her thighs, pushed her on 



top of the desk behind her. 


"Hiccup!" She protested, scrambling not to fall off as he swiftly 
yanked her leggings down to the top of her boots. 

"Be quiet," he rumbled before diving in for a sloppy kiss. "Ladies 
first . " 

Now it was his time to get on his knees. He'd never been this rough 
on her before; he was usually gentle, his movements calm and 
deliberate, but now he moved her around like some ragdoll, hands 
pressed so hotly upon her skin she could have sworn she was about to 
catch on fire. He raised her legs above his head, pulling her thighs 
apart as much as her leggings allowed him to, and pressed his lips 
hard against her wet folds, her curls ticking his nose. 

Astrid moaned, arching and writhing helplessly upon the wooden 
surface. The inclination of the table made her feel like she was 
about to slide down, and she had to plant her hands firmly at the 
edge to keep herself steady. 

He teased her for a little while a€" not as much as he usually does, 
because he can sense she's already as impatient as he is a€" before 
sliding one finger in, then the other. His tongue never stops 
travelling across her labia; he draws her in as much as he can, 
allowing the tip of his tongue to roll around the small button that 
makes her legs shake uncontrollably. 

Her whimpers and moans guide him, but he wishes she wasn't so loud. 

If anyone came looking for thema€ 1 

That's when he curled his fingers, finding that one spot that makes 
her insides start to tighten. Astrid became louder, softly chanting 
his name as her hips grind on his face, completely lost in the 
moment. She's close to the edge, he can tell; looking up, he sees her 
lips helplessly parted as she mewls, her nipples proudly swollen 
under her shirt. That confirms it; she really wasn't wearing any 
bindings today. What a tease. 

He found the ideal pattern of movements for his rolling tongue and 
the idyllic rhythm for his flexing fingers. It wasn't long before she 
began to thrash helplessly, her hands leaving the table to pull his 
head harder upon her, her thighs pressing too tightly around his 
skull. She moved so much that Hiccup had to hold her up by her firm 
cheeks to keep her from falling over him, while he struggled for 
breath. Even with her legs blocking out most of the sound, he could 
hear her moaning and gasping so loud he was sure that anyone standing 
in the vicinity of the forge would have heard her. 

"Ummmf, " he said, his voice muffled against her dampness, 

" Lemmemmf f f f mf . " 

She went entirely limp around him; Hiccup stood gasping for air, 
pulling her legs over his head effortlessly. He had to hold her to 
keep her from sliding helplessly down the furniture, looking around a 
little nervously to make sure nobody would walk in on them. He then 
turned to half-heartedly frown at her. 

"Do you really have to be so loud?" 



"Hah, " she breathed out, her head rolling sideways all too 
carelessly, braid half undone and hair everywhere. "Sorrya€l I 
justa€ 1 whoah . " 

Hiccup pressed his forehead tenderly against hers as they bid their 
time, waiting for their breathing to even; she gently held onto his 
arms, her thumbs drawing patterns on his 
sleeve . 

"Hiccup? " 


"Hmm?" 


"You could alwaysa€ 1 you knowa€ 1 pull out," she suggested, her tone 
small and beseeching. Hiccup began to shake his head, frowning. 

Astrid was quick to reassure him. "I'll still drink the herbs brew 
after . " 

"You're supposed to drink it _before_, you know," Hiccup scolded, 
disapproving of his girlfriend's close to careless attitude. "It's 
more effective." 

"Yeah, but, " Astrid insisted, her hands sliding down his arms and 
onto her stomach, pulling her shirt up, "it still works even if I 
drink it latera€ 1 " 

"It's nota€ 1 it's not the same thing." Hiccup's eyes were diverted to 
her exposed breasts, now that she'd managed to pull her shirt up to 
her neck. He cursed under his breath; he would have settled for her 
continuing her previous ministrations, since it was safer. 

"Come ona€ 1 it's fineaCl" Astrid pulled his head to her chest, 
softly, and kept him there. Hiccup inhaled, feeling that tightness 
beginning to build again around his navel, between his legs. This 
woman would be the end of him, some day. 

Astrid tried kicking her boots off, but couldn't manage it alone. She 
smiled when Hiccup caved in and removed them himself, muttering under 
his breath. She couldn't wrap her legs around him fast 
enough . 

"Whoah there, slow down will ya?" He chuckled at her restlessness, 
unable to keep himself from smiling as she sucked her breath 
expectantly. He positioned himself at her entrance, allowing his tip 
to rest against her folds. They were still sleek and damp with 
moisture, a beautiful shade of dark pink hidden amidst golden curls. 
Hiccup took a moment to appreciate the beauty of her anatomy against 
the rough stiffness of his rigid member. 

"Just get it innnn, " Astrid groaned impatiently, using her legs to 
urge him into movement. Hiccup complied; he pushed in as far as he 
could go, enjoying the moist heat tightening around him, inch by 
inch. They gasped in sync as their hips connected, shivering into 
each other's open mouths, hot breaths mingling in the air between 
them . 

Astrid let out an absolutely contented moan as soon as Hiccup began 
to move; then she stretched her legs above him, holding her position 
with her hands. Hiccup had never doubted her flexibility, but he'd 
_never_ entered her from such an angle before. He had to stand on his 



toes not to slip out, but the pressure around him increased even 
morea€ 1 


Gods, he loved her. He loved her _too _much, and he wanted to say it, 
but words were foreign to him in that moment. He wanted to apologize 
for taking her for granted, for acting distant, but all he could do 
right then was close the space between them in the most desperate, 
urgent way possible. He wanted to tell her how much her gasps and 
sighs urged him on, how powerfully they drove him into a frenzy. And 
he wanted to tell her he cared **so** much, but his lips refused to 
form any excuses. Instead, they sought hers out and spoke silently, 
in that one language shared by entwining lovers; in the same way his 
hips sought after the delicious, intermittent connection with 
hers . 

Hiccup was nearing the precipice. He needed to pull out. He _had_ to 
pull outa€ 1 but he wanted to make love to her to the very last 
second, so that his body could pour out all the affection he was 
seemingly incapable of conveying through speech. He wanted to reach 
into her very core and mould with it, just for that one endless 
moment, and to vanish within the depths of her being. 

He needed Astrid to see him come undone; all because of her, and for 
her alone. He pulled his face away from hers and looked straight into 
her half-lidded eyes, and in that moment he finally found his voice. 
He called out her name with urgent longing, thrusting with frantic 
yearning, craving her so desperately that all he could do was melt 
into her. 

He closed his eyes as he was overcome with ecstasy; it washed down on 
him with such force that it threw his body off pace, draining all the 
strength he had left in him. His body was still moving, his hips 
grinding feebly as he emptied his soul into hers, but he was no 
longer in charge of himself. Not even his own voice; he moaned with 
his release, a song sung especially for Astrid to hear. 

Apparently, her second orgasm was as unexpected to her as it was to 
him. Hiccup wasn't even moving anymore, completely drained of more 
than what strength it took for him to remain standing, when she began 
to thrash viciously beneath him. 

He heard her voice. 

"Look at me, " she urged, nudging his cheek with her nose, squirming 
intensely against him, "like you did before. Please. _Please, 
Hiccup_a€ 1 ! " 

He didn't take his eyes off her as she came; he kissed her neck as 
she moaned, pinching her nipples between his fingers. Her movements 
eventually subsided, but her body was still shaken with spasms as her 
walls contracted around him. 

This time, it took them much longer for their breathing to even 
out . 

"You really need to go drink that tea, you know." 

"I know," Astrid said, nuzzling him affectionately. "I love you, 
too . " 



><p>END<p> 


* * 


* 


><p>I told you it was shameless smut. =D<p> 

I do have other half-done drabbles and a chapter to finish, before I 
set out to London again (yay!) but my computer apparently needs to go 
for repairs ... : ( 

Reviews are much appreciated. :p 


17. Wicked Game 

A tiny drabble submitted in Tumblr for Avanna ' s "Pervstrid" contest. 

:p 

This is so tiny but yeah... I liked the idea, so I thought I might as 
well share it here. I might make something else out of this, or maybe 
a continuation. Haha. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>WICKED GAME<strong> 

■jk" "jk" ■jk" 


><p>Hiccup yawned loudly; it's early. <em>Too <em>early as far as 
he's concerned, but Gobber had asked him (more like bossed him into 
it) to come early for a couple of urgent tasks. 

Lazily, he dragged himself over to one of the workbenches as he 
stretched his still very stiff body, distractedly rubbing his arms to 
keep the daybreak chill away. 

"G'mornin'," Hiccup slowly greeted his mentor, who returned the 
welcome, walking closer to the burning furnace to bask in its fiery 
warmth. He felt like dozing back into sleep. 

"I got some tasks fer ye," Gobber said, his one good hand reaching 
for a sheet of paper with a list scribbled in it. "We have tera€ 1 
wha ' s tha ' one? " 

Hiccup spared the older Viking an idle glance out of courtesy, and 
immediately felt the blood drain from his face. He lunged, arms 
outstretched, one goal in mind. 

_Hide that thorsdamned thing before he sees it._ 

"Hiccup, wha in Odin's name!" 

"Sorry about that!" Hiccup, now very much awake, fumbled gracelessly 
and danced out of Gobber 's way just in time, the forbidden item 
securely hidden within his left palm. 

He excused himself in the worst, most suspicious way possible, and 
hid inside his little office, pulling the curtain close with 



unrestrained vigour. Hiccup looked at the content of his palm 
warily . 


Astrid had started out with little sweet messages that she would hide 
among his possessions, somewhere she knew only he would find. Things 
like, "I love all of your freckles the same" and "Your smile makes me 
happy" that brightened up his day and were just so nice. Finding 
these, and adequately returning the kindness, became their silent 
game . 

However, she soon started getting more daring with each passing day 
a€" with _where_ she hid these messages at first, and thena€ 1 Hiccup 
hesitantly opened the tiny roll of paper and began reading it to 
himself . 

"_I hope you're thinking of me nowa€ 1 I'm naked in my bed, wet and 
yearning for your hard, freckled a€" 

Hiccup blushed despite himself and warily hid Astrid' s sexually 
explicit message inside one of his jars. He closed his eyes and 
exhaled, trying his best to ignore the lively tug of freckled flesh 
within his trousers. 

This little game of hers was getting dangerousa€ 1 but he loved it. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>END<p> 
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><p>(In case you don't know what <strong>Pervstrid<strong> means, 
well... just put the words **Perv** and **Astrid** together and 
voilA ; ! ) 


18. Adjustments 

This one has a bit of angst and bitterness. Not that much that it 
warrants a warning, but still, here it is. 

**Summary:** Hiccup needs some time to adjust after he wakes from the 
battle with the Red Death. In the meantime, he also discovers he has 
more unconditional support than he thought. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Ad justment s<strong> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>It was all just bad timing, really. This was one of those few 
moments where he would just <emXstrong>stop<strong>_; he would look 
down, and stare at the metal-and-wood contraption that now stood in 
place of his leg and foot. It was one of those moments of 
self-pitying, that he absolutely HATED being absorbed into. 

A week since he'd woken up. Hiccup knew he should be grateful to be 
alive. He knew he should be grateful that Toothless was alive. His 
father, his friends, his people. He'd taken a huge risk to save them. 



but... in those fleeting moments where bitterness struck him as 
suddenly as lightning in a summer storm, he RESENTED them for losing 
his leg. 

It freaked him out a€" he would try to inch away from those thoughts 
immediately, but they would still burn numbly at the back of his 
skull; unbidden, unwanted. 

Hiccup was at home, in his loft, half-heartedly going through some 
projects. Toothless was outside, basking in the fleeting sunlight, 
dozing off after playing with other dragons. 

There was a knock on the Haddock household's door; Hiccup stood from 
his desk, muttering under his breath, thoughts still riddled with 
negativity, mind laced with bothersome worries. 

It all happened too fast. 

One minute Hiccup was climbing down his stairs, the door opening 
without his say to reveal a smiling Astrid holding a basket; the 
next, the world around him spun sickeningly and tumbled in loops 
right before he hit the ground. 

"Hiccup!" Astrid scrambled to his side in a heartbeat. Her feet a€" 
both of them a€" came into focus as he blinked the dizziness away. 

His shoulder hurt. "Are you alright?" 

His leg hurt. 

"I'm f ine . " 

His pride hurt. 

"Here, I'll help you up." She kneeled next to him and took hold of 
his hand. A gesture that would have set his heart drumming not too 
long ago, but now it just felt like a kick in the gut. 

Hiccup wrenched his hand away. "I don't need your help." His voice 
was croaked, cracked, coarse; like he had a lump lodged in his 
throat. He looked her straight in the eye, almost daring her to 
insist... But she didn't. 

"Okay, fine. You're right." But all she did was inch away a little. 
She remained close, with her knees set on the floor, her hands 
half-lifted to her sides so she could provide any necessary support, 
waiting for him to stand on his own. And he did; Hiccup wobbled a 

little when he put some support on his left leg and his shoulder 

throbbed with a dull ache, but other than that he was fine. 

"I can _do_ this," Hiccup almost growled, now standing. He tapped the 
metallic foot on the floor. In the back of his mind, he knew none of 
this was her fault, but the fall hadn't helped his mood, and reason 
didn't seem to want anything to do with him that day. 

He saw the look on her face. A flash of pity; he wanted _none_ of 

that. He could tell she wanted to say something, but seemed lost as 
to what. 


Astrid cleared her throat. "I brought you somea€lwell, my mother sent 
mea€ 1 oh . " 



She retrieved the basket she'd dropped by the door when she came 
rushing in. Luckily, nothing had fallen out. Hiccup winced as he took 
a couple of steps toward the table at the centre of the household, 
where Astrid had set the basket. 

"It's minced yak pies. Your dad loves them, right? And you didn't 
come for lunch today, so I thoughta€ 1 **we** thought a€" my mom and 

I, both a€" we thought you might like them. You and your dad, of 
course. And you, because you need to eat up. Right? And these are 
good. Mom's a great cook. She'sa€l yeah, they're for you. Both. Well, 
both the pies and both for you and your dad." 

Wow. She was making _him_ feel nervous. 

"Thanks, " said Hiccup drily, his stomach unresponsive at the sight of 
food. He really just wanted to be alone at this moment, but didn't 
want to just _tell_ her to leave. His head thudded dully. 

"Do you want me to cut you a slice now?" 

Hiccup felt like the gentleness in her voice was something he still 
needed to adjust to. She used to only talk to him on occasion, but 
now she'd spoken to him every day since he'd woken upa€ 1 It just 
didn't make sense right now. His head was still throbbing. 

"No, thanks. I'm fine right now." 

What was happening? 

"You should eat up, " Astrid pulled three pies from the basket, "To 
get your strength back." 

He wasn't sure. 

"I told you I'm fine." 

The way she looked at him. What did it mean? 

"Hiccup, stop being so stubborn." Her hand had found a cutting knife; 
she buried the tip of the blade in one of the pies. "You're bleeding. 
You need to a€"" 

**Why did she care?** 

"a€l what?" 

Oh. He'd said that last one out loud. Hiccup tapped his left hand on 
the side of his father's chair; he'd rather look at the carvings on 
the wood than at her. His head ached some more, just for good 
measure . 

"Why should _you_ care, anyway. Why now, all of a sudden? **Why** do 
you _care_?" 

There was a small, tense pause. Hiccup raked the nail of his index 
finger on the wood and detachedly watched the tiny indent it created 

across the surface. He thought of all the times his chest would 

clench whenever she walked by; he thought of all the times he'd smile 

to himself whenever she talked to him; he thought of all the nights 



he'd spent awake, wishing she would _notice_ him. 

Now she was finally so close, in _his_ own house, talking to him, and 
he didn't even want to see her. He wanted her to be somewhere else. 

He wanted to be left alone. He wanted the damn pounding in his head 
to go away. 

"All... of a _sudden_?" Astrid repeated, disbelief etched into her 
features. She put down the knife, slowly. "Hiccup, I, just..." She 
struggled with the words again, for a moment. She seemed distressed. 
"I just want to help." 

Hiccup scoffed; he didn't want her help, or anyone else's. 

"I'll be fine by myself. I always am." 

"You don't _have_ to be by yourself," Astrid insisted, and he noticed 
a hesitation in her. Her body swayed and stopped, as if she were 
planning to make a move but suddenly changed her mind. 

"I'm used to it." He made sure to stress the bite in his voice, to 
not hold back on all the frustration he'd carried inside for 
years . 

One look, and he knew she _knew_. She understood what he was talking 
about, all the implications behind his words. And yet, still, she 
seemed to waver; as if she were lingering on something. Slowly, 
gently, she extended her hand out to him, but stopped 
mid-motion . 

"I'm sorry," she muttered under her breath, her entire presence laden 
with uncertainty as she reached for the emptied basket instead of 
him. She left without another word, and Hiccup then noticed, 
dolefully, that the emptiness of the house brought him absolutely no 
comfort . 

Hiccup ran his hand through his hair; he grimaced at the blood stain 
on his palm and fingers. He cleaned his forehead on the washbasin, 
staring at the water as it turned a shade of pink. The cut wasn't 
deep; he managed to stop the bleeding before going outdoors to sit by 
Toothless' side. 

The dragon greeted Hiccup with a sleepy gurgle, his scaly body warm 
and comfortable to lean against. Hiccup sat there until the sun set 
beyond the horizon, disturbed only by his own thoughts. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Two days later. Hiccup decided it was time to pay the smith a 
visit. Just walking over felt out of place to him; everywhere he 
went, people would send him fond greetings. He scurried into the 
forge, relieved to find only his mentor inside. In three minutes, he 
had a steaming mug placed in front of him.<p> 

"Peelin' better?" Gobber asked behind the veil of vapour wafting from 
the cup of brew in Hiccup's hand. The hot water stung his tongue and 
throat but helped soothe the knots in his stomach, and the calming 
herbs boiled in the water made Hiccup feel a little more 
relaxed . 



"Somewhat. Thanks," Hiccup nodded courtly at his mentor, thankful for 
his presence. Gobber had always had a way to understand him, to reach 
out and imprint words into his brain. For whatever reason. Hiccup had 
always been a little more willing to heed to this man's words, even 
over his own father's. 

And now, they both shared a common pain. 

Hiccup looked down at his leg, frowning for the umpteenth 
time . 

"Scowlin' at it won't make ya foot grow back. Hiccup, " Gobber 
advised, one huge hand coming to rest upon Hiccup's petite shoulder; 
he gave it a small, reassuring squeeze. "And neither will shutting 
your friends out." 

"_Friends_, " Hiccup sneered at the word, as if it tasted foreign in 
his mouth. "They only wanted to hang out with me after I started 
doing well in the Arena." He winced at the memories of his 
most ly-unintent ional success. "When the hype dies down, they'll all 
forget a€"" 

Gobber 's meaty finger stood straight in front of Hiccup's nose, 
cutting him off. "Hold on just one second, now. They all supported 
you then. They _looked up to you_, after you proved yourself." 

"It was all tricks," Hiccup shook his head, remembering his own 
father's words. "All lies." 

"No, Hiccup. Just because ya weren't fighting them with ye fists or 
blades, doesn't mean what you did was wrong. It was **your** 
approach," Gobber said with a bolstering smile, "and who ' d have 
thought it could be so impressive, eh?" 

Hiccup shrugged, wondering if his method really was that 
admirable . 

"Besides," the burly man took a seat on the bench by Hiccup's side; 
the wood creaked in protest under his weight. "They trusted you. If 
they hadn't, they never would have hopped on a dragon's back to fight 
that devil with ya. They followed _you_ a€" because they _believed_ 
in you . " 

Hiccup considered the words. He was so used to being belittled or 
ignored that getting accustomed to this idea only made him more 
confused. In the heat of the moment, when he was setting the other 
teens up with their dragons, this didn't even occur to him. He was 
all adrenaline, all rush, his mind sharp yet focused only on the task 
at hand, all else secondary. 

Now that he'd had nothing to focus on, his mind kept wandering and 
drifting off to where it shouldn't. Back into that gruelling ache for 
approval . 

"Ye made a plan and led them into battle. Ye saved your people, and 
the dragons. We've been makin' peace with the beasts, as much we can. 
Ye just need ta stop feelin' sorry for yourself," Gobber patted 
Hiccup's back with hearty vigor, "and give everyone else a 
chance . " 



Gobber let this sink in for a few minutes, as he stood up and lurched 
about; Hiccup stared distantly at the wet leaves stuck to the bottom 
of his empty mug before setting it down, as his mind reeled back into 
place . 

**He** was the one who needed to give everyone else a chance? 

"Now," Gobber sat back down at Hiccup's side with a mug of ale, "you 
were fellin' me Astrid swung bya€ 1 " Hiccup winced, looking back. He 
didn't even know _why_ he'd told this particular fact to Gobber, but 
the words had simply careened out of his mouth. 

"And I shut her out. I mean, I justa€ 1 she was being so nice. I'm not 
reallya€l" Hiccup shrugged, his shoulders slumping as his head dipped 
between his hands. "I'm not used to that. It just felt strange. I 
don't even know a€"" 

"Why ya did it?" 

Hiccup nodded then, looking up at the smith with a sour expression. 

"I was an idiot," Hiccup mumbled and groaned, pinching the bridge of 
his nose as he took a deep breath. He just wanted to stop feeling 
shitty, to stop feeling angry at the world and at himself. It wasn't 
even _like_ him, to feel self-pitying. 

"I've been there before. Hiccup. I know what it's like. Your body 
went through a lot, now your head just needs to adjust. **You** can 
do it a€" you're strong," there was a reassuring emphasis placed on 
this world; he said it like he believed in it, and, now, so did 
Hiccup. A little. "Ever since ye were a wee lad. But there's nothing 
wrong in lettin' others help you." 

"I guess I have some apologizing to get to, then." 

"Quite a lot. You owe her some gratitude, after all. Did ye know what 
happened after ya killed that nasty beast of a dragon?" 

Hiccup thought back; he had no recollection of falling into the fiery 
blaze, but the memories of how desperately he and Toothless tried to 
escape the inferno still haunted his sleep. He hadn't even talked to 
his father about the events a€" Stoick didn't seem to want to linger 
on the memories very much. Hiccup shuddered, before shaking his 
head . 

"Astrid' s the one who carried you back to Berk. She flew here all the 
way with you unconscious on that Nadder of hers and left you with the 
healers. Then she gathered the fishing boats an' showed them the way 
to the Nest as fast as possible." 

The boy smiled despite himself; that sounded like Astrid, 
alright . 

"But the moment she came back, she went to check on you." Hiccup 
frowned; he had no idea Astrid had been to see him while he was out 
colda€ 1 Gobber took a large swig of his ale and smacked his lips. 
"Aye, every day the lass went to see how ye were doin'. Helped feed 
you honeyed milk and chicken broth t ' keep ye strong, even." 

"She did?" Now _this_ had caught Hiccup utterly, completely 
unaware . 



"Aye, lad. An' she went lookin' all over the place for anything the 
healers asked for. Ye broke down into a fever, ye did. Nasty one. 
Astrid never stopped helpin'. Look, she made me promise not to tell, 
buta€ 1 " Gobber lowered his voice looked around, though there was no 
need for that; they were completely alone, just the two of them. 
Hiccup leaned in nonetheless, his curiosity now absolutely peaked. 
"One day, she was so tired after helpin' people out a€" ye know, with 
the dragons an' rebuildin' the ships a€" that she went ta visit you 
an' fell asleep on your bedside. Sat there sleepin' all the way 
through dinner, 'till Stoick got home an' woke her up. I think that 
deserves some appreciation, don't you?" 

It did, indeed. 

Hiccup knew Gobber was still talking a€" he could year his mentor's 
voice, but the words made little to no sense to him (was it something 
about the forge?) . All Hiccup had in mind, right now, was apologizing 
to Astrida€ 1 and going on a refreshing flight might just help him ease 
into the task. 

Hiccup apologized hastily, distractedly cutting Gobber off 
mid-sentence, before calling Toothless out. The Night Fury a€" who ' d 
been hanging upside-down on a ceiling beam, asleep a€" immediately 
awoke, excited to take flight. 

They were up in the air in a matter of seconds. Hiccup hadn't flown 
in nearly two days; and now that he was among the clouds, he really 
couldn't understand _why_ he'd been avoiding it in the first 
place . 

"Alright, bud!" Hiccup yelled into the wind as his best friend 
plummeted in a downward spiral at vertiginous speed. The thrill of 
velocity settled in his chest, spurring him into an elated state of 
adrenaline-fuelled glee. After a series of air bound acrobatics for 
the best part of an hour. Toothless' flight became more relaxed. 

Their initial bout of energy had been somewhat spent, and both of 
them merely enjoyed hovering over Berk's scenery, appreciating the 
details on the mountain side, revelling in the explosion of green 
from the trees underneath. 

Eventually, their wanderings took them to circling the air near the 
Cove. Hiccup hadn't been there sincea€l 

"Hey bud, how about we take a break, maybe catch us some fish? What 
do you say?" Toothless chirruped, immediately turning toward the 
familiar area. 

Boy and dragon descended upon the transparent water of the lake, the 
flight now slow and languorous as they both admired their reflection 
upon the still water's surface. Hiccup was so distracted that he 
almost fell from the saddle when he heard someone call his name; it 
was only then he noticed a familiar figure, sitting on a rock by the 
water's edge. 

Toothless landed swiftly. Hiccup climbed down and watched, somewhat 
surprised, as the Night Fury approached Astrid and nudged her 
amicably, before walking over to the snoring Stormfly and settling 
down at her side. Upon noticing his rider's hesitation. Toothless 
nodded as _vigorously_ as possible toward Astrid. Something in the 



way he squinted at Hiccup suggested Toothless might very well drag 
him to the girl's side if he didn't move soon. 


Hiccup cleared his throat. He _had_ meant to apologize to Astrid for 
his behaviour, but he would have needed to think about **how** to do 
it before approaching her. During his flight, he'd though of nothing 
a€" aside from that feeling of freedom, and the fact that he was so 
thankful he'd survived. 

He'd not thought about **what** he was going to say to Astrid when 
they met again. He hadn't planned for a lone encounter. Why was she 
herea€ 1 ? 

"Hi, " he mumbled. 

"Hey, " she greeted back rather blandly, balancing her booted feet by 
the water's edge. Hiccup could tell she had been practising; her 
chest raised and lowered heavily, her cheeks were tinted red from her 
efforts, her hair clung messily around her face and forehead. Even 
her arms were reddened as she casually leaned back on them, both 
hands set solidly upon the stone, supporting her weight as she almost 
unpercept ively swayed back and forth. Her axe was nearby, he noted, 
lodged deeply into the bark of a very gnawed, abused tree. 

Hiccup swallowed back the pathetic restlessness he felt biting at his 
tongue, letting it settle at the very bottom of his stomach. He 
breathed in and shut his eyes tightly; for a moment, he imagined he 
was back up in the skies, soaring carelessly among the clouds, 
allowing his chest to be filled with the lightness of flight. He let 
his breath go as he sat down beside Astrid, glancing over to the fish 
swimming carelessly under the see-through water of the lagoon. 

He needed to say something. Anything. 

"Soa€l Do youa€ 1 come here often?" 

"No," Astrid replied, all too quickly. She adjusted her position, now 
slouching forward with her hands on her lap. Her eyes flicked briefly 
toward him. "Kinda, I guess," she shrugged noncommittally. 

Hiccup noticed the sweat droplets on her heated skin; slowly trailing 
down her glistening forehead, around her soft jaw, across her 
pulsating her neck a€" pulled by this unseen force that brought all 
things in the world toward the ground. 

A force they all had to struggle against on a daily basis. It was the 
same force Hiccup defied each time he sat upon Toothless' back, as 
black wings cut the chilly air around them, each powerful movement 
putting more and more distance between their two bodies and the 
ground underneath. 

He wondered if this force was also the one responsible for 
_attract ion_. More specif ically , for the attraction he felt toward 
Astrida€ 1 sometimes he'd feel a pull toward her, a longing to entwine 
his fingers with hers, to drink in every single detail about her. He 
felt it right now, in such a contrast from what he'd felt only two 
days before. 

"What?" The sharpness in her voice cut off Hiccup's train of thought; 
he hadn't meant to stare for too long. Her heated cheeks and icy blue 



stare nearly made him want to cover his face with his hands, but he 
bit down the impulse. He focused his attention on the hem of his fur 
vest instead. 

"Nothing, I was justa€ 1 " _I was just looking at you and thinking you 
look ridiculously pretty and dangerous when you look at me like 
that_. "There's a scratch on your arm." 

Astrid paused, then, looking at the small scraping below her right 
shoulder pad. She shrugged, seemingly only noticing it after he'd 
pointed it out. 

"You still have a few on your face." She smiled at him; a small pull 
of her lips, but a smile nonetheless. Hiccup felt his own cheeks 
stretch out in reply. The marks on his face hadn't fully faded yet, 
but none of them was deep enough to leave a scar. 

"I'm sorry about the other day," he finally said, unable to meet her 
eye. "I wasn't myself." He waited; he waited for her to say 
something, to acknowledge his apologies, to tell him she understood 
and that it was okay. 

But she said nothing; her smile receded as her lips settled into a 
small, straight line. Hiccup cleared his throat, a trace of 
nervousness forcing the tips of his fingers into a slight 
tremble . 

"I was being a€" " 

"It's just that a€" " 

They started and stopped speaking at the very same time, gawking at 
each other confusedly. Hiccup tilted his head sideways; Astrid bit 
her lower lip. 

"Ladies first," he said immediately. He tried focusing his attention 
on the warmth of the rock he now sat on; on the rough texture of the 
stone under his hands. But he kept looking at her, 
fleet ingly . 

"Fine," Astrid said, shrugging as she readjusted her position. "Look, 
I care about you." She said this so bluntly, so directly a€" straight 
to the point. Not a hint of hesitation. Hiccup thought back to how 
she kissed him the day he woke up. He wondered what he was supposed 
to make of it. 

"And that's just the way things are. I can't help it. I justa€ 1 " she 
turned to him then, as her fingers brushed her bangs away from her 
eyes. "Remember the day I found out about Toothless?" 

That's a day he'd never forget; or the day after, for that 
matter . 

"The things you said to mea€ 1 about meeting Toothless, about the 
dragons and all the things you found out. You were so _passionate_ 
about it," Astrid' s eyes had turned up to the skies now, as if 
reminiscing about the very first moment she had tasted flight. "You 
showed me so many things that night. And the day after. And thena€ 1 " 
Almost timidly, her hand moved to grasp his; she gave him the 
lightest squeeze, and moved his hand over to her lap to examine the 



faded pink scratches upon his skin. 


Hiccup's chest thrummed with that all-too familiar sensation. 

Somehow, it still felt somewhat surreal; that the dream girl he'd 
admired from afar for so long, the perfect stout Viking warrior, 
actually had _feelings_ like this. That she would take his hand with 
such care, and be so gentle with him; that she would worry about him, 
and approach him in such a way. 

"You looked like a mess when I brought you back home, " she said, her 
voice firm but low; her thumb now idly tracing the dull marks on the 
back of his hand. "I was afraid you wouldn't wake up." 

Astrid flicked her braid over her shoulder with a swift movement of 
her head, rivulets of sweat still descending from her neck. She 
didn't let go of Hiccup's hand. "I guess I never really gave you a 
chance before, but... I'm hoping you'll give me one, now." 

Hiccup didn't know what to say. He smiled openly, then, remembering 
Gobber's words. He nodded vigorously, and he almost felt like 
laughing. "Of course I will." 

"Okay then," said Astrid, gently mimicking his head movements. "Soa€l 
we're good?" 

"We're good," Hiccup repeated. She cared about him. She _cared about 
him_. He kept on smiling. 

"Right. Soa€ 1 Don't make stupid questions again," she scolded, 
sweetly, punching him on the arm in a not-so-sweet fashion. 

Hiccup chuckled nervously. "I'm sorry about that. Actually... I'm 
sorry about everything that day. I was 

"I understand," Astrid cut him off, but gently so. "I get that you're 
going through things. I'm sorry I insisted on the pies." 

Hiccup scratched his head, concerned. She had nothing to apologize 
for; he did. "No. That was on me - they were pretty great, by the 
way." He added hurriedly, before she had a chance to insist on her 
apologies . 

"So you did eat some?" 

"Yeah... my dad kinda made me eat. I'm glad he did, though. Then he 
ate the rest all by himself." 

Astrid giggled despite herself. "He does have an 
appetite . " 

"Yeah. . . " 

They sat together in silence for a while, admiring the sun's reflects 
on the body of water, until their dragons awoke. He couldn't remember 
seeing her laugh so fairly and carefree as she did when Toothless and 
Stormfly suddenly jumped straight into the water, splashing both of 
them in the process. 

This was a side of Astrid he had yet to discover. And when her lips 
swiftly came searching for his, before they took off on a flight back 



home, he wished for all the time in the world to unveil every secret 
there was to know about her. 

And then he realized; there was finally peace between Vikings and 
dragonsa€ 1 He _had_ time. He really could get used to this. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>END<strong> 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 

><p>Sorry if I've been AWOL, but hopefully I'll get back on track and 
I'll manage to tackle the requests asked of me. Thanks for your 
patience and for the kind words. :) I drink them all up ! <p> 


19. Experimenting 

This is just plain silly teenage stuff. XD There's actually a short 
(horror) story about something similar and the idea just simmered in 
my head, so... Poor Tuffnut. 

**Summary:** Some ideas just weren't meant to see the light of 
day . 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


><p><strong>Experiment ing<strong> 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


><p>"You did what?" Hiccup couldn't believe his ears. The muffled 
smell in the Thorston household contrasted sharply with the crisp, 
clean air from outdoors. <p> 

"They said this was gonna feel good, " Tuffnut replied, his voice 
croaked and tense, eyes brimming with tears. His ears, cheeks and 
nose were stained a deep shade of crimson, but the rest of his skin 
was paler than Hiccup had ever remembered. His breathing was laboured 
and hitched and he was hunched over, apparently unable to sit up 
straight. "But I'm **very much in pain**." 

Unlike Snotlout, Hiccup didn't have the heart to laugh at his friend, 
whose dramatic demeanour certainly didn't feel like an exaggeration 
to him. And unlike Eishlegs, Hiccup felt he needed to do or say 
_something_, instead of sitting around looking squeamish. "How in 
Thor's name did you manage to do **that**?" 

Snotlout picked up a burning candle and waved it in front of Hiccup's 
eyes. "He broke off a bit of this wax that drips down and rolled it 
between his hands until it was really thin, and then he shoved it a€" 


"Yeah, I think I get the mechanics of the rest of the tale, thanks." 
Hiccup waved his hand dismissively , then rubbed his temples in 
thought. "Who told you to do this. Tuff?" Who the _Hel_ would suggest 
such a blatantly idiotic thing? 

"Does it matter?" Tuffnut spat out, biting his lower lip. "Just _help 



me. 


IT 


Hiccup cocked his head sideways, brows furrowed. He squinted. "Does 
it always tilt that way, or is it - ?" 

"WHO CARES. JUST HELP ME!" 

"But I don't know how!" Hiccup groaned, throwing his hands up to the 
air as if he were begging the Gods to throw some divine providence 
his way. 

"I guess you can't always have a solution for everything, huh. 
Hiccup?" Snotlout had a smug smirk on his face as he casually admired 
the nails on his right hand, his skin gleaming with a thin sheet of 
sweat as he'd refused to remove his fur cape a€" which he had 
stubbornly taken to wearing on a daily basis for the past two months, 
despite the increasing temperatures. People had already been 
complaining about the smell a€" more than usual, even when it came to 
the Jorgenson dragon rider. 

"Have **you** come up with a plan, Snotlout? Pray tell, " Hiccup 
deadpanned, giving his cousin a flat look. Even Tuffnut looked up, 
unconvinced . 

Snotlout clicked his tongue impatiently. "Of _course_. Candle wax 
melts with heat, right? To make it faster, we get some fire and 

a€"" 

The injured Thorston burst out immediately, "**You are NOT burning my 
junk of f ! * * " 

Snotlout shrugged. "Would be fun to try, though." 

"Wait, Snotlout, you might actually be on to something! Let's take 
him to the hot springs, " said Eishlegs, who actually still looked 
livid . 

"Good idea, " Hiccup agreed, swiping a closed fist into the opposite 
hand's palm, "maybe some hot water will help melt off the wax 
that ' sa€ 1 stuckaC 1 in _there_. " He gestured feebly toward Tuffnut 's 
groin, nodding in an encouraging way to his pain-ridden, dim-witted 
friend . 

"Good thing it's close by," Eishlegs said. "Jump into the hot water 
straight away. Don't even bother taking your clothes offaCl" 

"Here, cover yourself with this. Not that there's much to see." 
Snotlout jeered as he flung an oversized wool cloak over a grimacing 
Tuffnut, to disguise the fact that his hand was solidly clutching at 
his incapacitated body part. 

"And next time: **don't** experiment with shoving things where 
they're not supposed to go, no matter how fun it sounds." Hiccup all 
but scolded. Who would have thought that leaving a 17-year-old 
Thorston alone in his house for an extended period of time could be 
so dangerous? The twins clearly weren't meant to get creative; bad 
things would invariably happen. "Let's hope we won't need to get a 
healer . " 

"Oh no, " Tuffnut wailed, limping across his house with visible 



effort, "anything but that." 

"Or we could just cut it off ourselves, you know a€" " 

"ANYTHING BUT **THAT**," Tuffnut growled, throwing Snotlout a dirty 
look . 

"Let's just get this over with!" Honestly, Hiccup was just really 
extra glad he had his own, private bath house. 

To this day, nobody but them understands why Tuffnut is so annoyed 
whenever one of his male peers waves a candle stick at him, or why he 
always looks at burning candles with cautious suspicion. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>END<p> 

■jk" "jk" ■jk" 


><p>LOL I have zero excuses. <p> 

I'm super excited because I won a contest, so I get to watch HTTYD2 
first thing tomorrow morning, a week before HTTYD2 premiers in my 
country. So yay ! HELLA STOKED EOR THAT. YOU DON'T EVEN WANNA 
KNOW. 

(I have like two packs of tissues ready in my bag though) 


2 0 . Lady Chief 

**Summary:** ambition and stubbornness - two of Astrid's defining 
traits, ever since childhood. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Lady Chief <strong> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"The chief is the most importantest person in Berk", said 
Astrid . <p> 

"Most _important_" , came a voice from among her small crowd. She saw 
Hiccup shrink in on himself, and there was no doubt about who had 
interrupted her speech. She clicked her tongue irritably, but let it 
slide. Eor now. 

"And the Chief's wife is very important too," she continued, shoving 
Tuffnut with her foot since he seemed to be distracted with picking 
his nose. She wanted all atention on her at that moment. "So I am 
going to marry Stoick." 

Protest and noise followed her announcement. Tuffnut perked up, 
forgetting all about the contents of his nose, which he was just 
about to glue to his sister's hair. "You can't marry him, he's really 
old! " 


Ruffnut seemed just as disgusted as her brother. "He's like 100 years 



old. " 


"Yeah, or more, " Snotlout conceded. 

Hiccup looked at his friends and giggled. "He's not _that_ old." 

"I don't care," Astrid shrugged, blonde braids swinging over her 
petite shoulders, "I'm gonna be Lady Chief." 

Fishlegs looked entirely uncomfortable and particularly pale. "You 
gonna have to kiss him. All that beard..." He grimaced, as if the 
thought alone made him itch. There was a collective, loud _ewwwww_ 
from all the other children. Hiccup's face contorted into an 
uncomfortable scowl. 

"No. No kissing." Astrid said adamantly, shaking her head with 
assertiveness. "Nobody is kissing me." 

"Not even the Chief?" Ruffnut asked, surprised at her friend's 
boldness . 

"But you have to a€" " Fishlegs began, his voice getting smaller with 
each second's worth of Astrid' s glare. All the other kids' eyes were 
on him, so he felt the need to justify himself. "My mom says so... 
all married people kiss." 

There was a pause. Snotlout snickered loudly, finding the idea equal 
parts gross and amusing. Hiccup just looked like he thought the whole 
ordeal ludicrous, while the twins stared expectantly at a 
progressively less-resolute Astrid. 

"Why?" She asked, her small hands on her hips, but her intent was on 
slamming a fist on Snotlout 's face to see if he would stop laughing. 
Too bad her mother had grounded her for a whole week, forbidding her 
to use the axe, just because Astrid had tried to cut Ruffnut 's hair 
with it. It was _so_ unfair. If she had her axe, Snotlout wouldn't be 
laughing . 

Fishlegs simply replied, "Because you need babies." Another round of 
disgusted faces and long groans followed his suggestion. 

"Babies are stupid, " Astrid scoffed, stomping her foot on the ground 
with a loud thud. "I don't want them so I don't need to kiss the 
Chief. " 

"My dad wouldn't want to kiss you, anyway." Hiccup spat, his face 
twisted into a scowl. He got up just in time to dodge Astrid' s 
attempted punch. She didn't bother chasing after him as he left, 
however . 

"Nobody wants to kiss **you**!" She yelled at him as he skipped away, 
kicking the pebbles and sticks on the ground instead. "Nobody will 
EVER kiss you ! " 

"Eine, " he called back, not bothering to look back at the group 
behind him, "kisses are stupid anyway! Girls are stupid! **You're** 
stupid ! " 

It was Eishlegs' whimper that caught his attention; Hiccup looked 
over his shoulder and saw Astrid sprinting up toward him, a stick in 



her hand, ready to defend her honour by whatever means. 

"Uh oh," Hiccup huffed out before breaking into a run. He ran as fast 
as his little legs would allow him, his heart pounding in his throat, 
until he managed to slip inside his house. 

Stoick was very startled to see a panting, panicky, sweaty Hiccup 
haphazardly attempting to shut the wooden door, his tiny body 
struggling against the heavy frame. He was even more startled when a 
red-faced Astrid came hurtling through that same door before Hiccup 
had time to close it. 

"Wha's goin' on?" The Chief's booming voice had Astrid on alert 
immediately; she let go of her firm grasp on Hiccup's tunic, and 
watched him skip over to his father's side, red-faced and glaring 
daggers straight at her. 

"Well then?" Stoick asked, alternating his amused glare between the 
two children. 

Astrid swallowed a lump in her throat. All that beardaC 1 But 
_everyone_ listened to the Chief. Everyone would listen to his 
_wif e_. 

"I want to marry you," Astrid said firmly, her eyebrows set together 
in determination, hands balled at her sides in a confident position, 
despite her ponytails being half-undone from exertion. 

Stoick looked dumbfounded, albeit thoroughly amused. "Yeh mean 
Hiccup, don't ya?" 

"No. I want to be the Lady Chief. Hiccup's not the Chief, _you_ are." 
Astrid raised her chin up and pointed a bold finger at that mountain 
of a man, decided to make her intentions perfectly clear. 

Hiccup grimaced, again, and put his tongue out. "My dad doesn't want 
to a€" " 

"Just shut up! I'm not talking to you!" She raised her voice at him, 
taking a step forward with her right fist shaking menacingly. Hiccup 
didn't flinch, but his hand reached for his father's long 
cloak . 

"Now calm down, children, " Stoick said in a soothing tone, hands 
outstretched in a placating way. "There's no need for fights. Now, 
Astrid, why do you want to be the Chief's wife? 

The five-year-old looked down at her feet, throwing her hands behind 
her back. "I want people to listen to me." 

Stoick got on one knee; even so, his head towered far above Astrid' s. 
"And why do you want people to listen to you? Is there anything you 
want to say?" 

Silence. Astrid shrugged, kicking at a ball of lint on the floor. 

Then she said, "My family is brave. My Uncle Finn _was_ fearless." 

She looked up and looked her Chief straight in the eyes. "I want 
people to stop saying the Hoffersons freeze!" 


Stoick nodded; he gave her a sympathetic smile and a reassuring pat 



on her small head. "Aye, lass. I know you're all a brave lot. It took 
yeh guts to ask me what yeh just did! But, we're Vikings. People 
don't just _listen_ to what yeh say. Yeh have to **prove** 
yourself . " 

"Even the Chief?" She asked, surprised. 

"_Especially_ the Chief! The leader always has to show tha ' he's on 
top shape, an' his wife too. Can yeh do that?" 

"Yes! I can, I _will_ do that!" Astrid replied enthusiastically, 
confident in herself. Hiccup scoffed, almost unpercept ively . 

"Good! But, it takes timeaCl and, yeh know, I'm too old for yeh." 

"I don't care," Astrid shrugged again, crossing her arms in front of 
her chest. 

Stoick's booming laughter resounded in all corners of the house. This 
girl sure had spirit in her, that's for sure. "Yeh know. Hiccup here 
is _your _age, " he said, pushing his son closer to the girl, with a 
hand larger than the boy's back. "An' he'll be Chief someday. When 
you're _both_ older." 

Hiccup, who had been relatively silent for the most part, immediately 
began to argue. "But I don't like her!" He didn't want Astrid to be 
his mom, but he didn't want her as his wife, either. She was soa€ 1 
bossy and loud. 

"And **i** don't like **you**!" Astrid threw back, unaffected by 
Hiccup's spurning. "You're not even Chief!" 

"But he will be, one day. He's my son, after all!" Stoick said with a 
wink, amicably a€" and gently a€" elbowing the small girl on her 
arm. 

"NO!" Hiccup yelled, storming off to the outside of the house with a 
very dramatic flail of his arms. "When I'm Chief, I'll marry her off 
to a goat ! " 

"**What** did you say?" Astrid growled before pouncing after Hiccup, 
who squeaked in horror before sprinting away. The boy was small and 
skinny, but you couldn't call him slow. 

Stoick found himself kneeling in the middle of his house, watching as 
his only son ran away from a temperamental little girl. He sighed 
heavily, thinking about how vivacious and determined his own wife had 
beenaC 1 Then, he smiled at the familiarity of the moment. 

He recalled a tall young woman with long red hair as soft as the 
summer air, emerald green eyes with a glow that would put any 
precious jewel to shame, delicate long hands that he wished he had 
never let go of. 

The first two times he had asked for her hand in marriage, she too 
had told him she would rather marry a goataC 1 but in the end, she 
became his wife; she was his Lady Chief. 



><p>END<p> 


* * 


* 


><p>I remember saying "lady queen" when I was a little kid and didn't 
know how to use titles properly, haha. :) I also had this phase when 
apparently I wanted to marry one of my sister's friends who was like 
18 when I was five. XD<p> 


2 1 . Take Flight 

So I watched HTTYD2 again today, and this time I only cried twice. 
So, go me. XD erm, minor spoilers ahead, I guess...? Also, some sexy 
times. But I'm guessing ya'll should kind of be expecting that by 
now . : ) 

**Summary:** There is more than one way to feel your body disconnect 
from everything else. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Take Flight<strong> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"Soa€l are you ready?"<p> 

Astrid's grip on Hiccup's hand tightened. Her heart thrummed fiercely 
as she stood at the very edge of the cliff, the tip of her toes 
already beyond the safety of the ground. A continuous breeze blew the 
air upwards and it played with her hair, stirring it around her face 
and making her braid whip wildly around her neck. She looked back 
hesitantly; Toothless had a goofy, expectant grin on his face, but 
Stormfly seemed apprehensive as she cocked her head around in a 
nervous tic. 

Hiccup's thumb grazed the inside of Astrid's palm softly, drawing 
circles upon her skin. A gesture they usually used in public; their 
own secret code, to let the other know when they wanted to... _be_ 
_alone_ together. This time, it was meant to reassure her. 

"Yeah, but I'm not so sure about wearing _this_, " she grumbled, 
shifting her shoulders to shake the odd equipment attached to her 
arms and legs. A different type of suit. Hiccup had told her. He'd 
been working on it during whatever little free time he'd had in the 
past few weeks, and he'd made her promise she would try it out with 
him . 

He'd had to wrench that promise from her by making a most expert use 
of his fingers, mouth anda€ 1 well, all of him. He had used himself so 
skilfully on her, actually, that the sheer memory made her knees 
tremble. Now, however, she cursed herself for being so weak as to 
agree. Thor damn those wonderful, long fingers of his. "This is 
crazy . " 

"Come on, we do crazy stuff all the time. I thought you liked it." He 
tugged at her hand again. He'd been forgetting to shave, or he simply 
hadn't had the time. The shadow upon his chin darkened with each 
passing day, until his kisses no longer scratched the delicate skin 



of her chin. 


"**You** do crazy stuff," she replied with a noncommittal shake of 
her head, "all the time!" 

Hiccup chuckled before leaning over for a kiss; she tried turning her 
head sideways, but his other hand enclosed on her cheek and forced 
her lips to meet his. He kissed her like they hadn't kissed for 
years; like he wanted to _take_ her right there, at the edge of the 
cliff, until his thirst was sated. 

Astrid felt that sweet tightness begin to curl in on itself between 
her legs; she felt the heated longing start to pool at the very pit 
of her belly. Maybe it was the way he'd looked at her, or maybe it 
was this thrill for the unknown that made her feel so peculiar at 
that moment. Whatever it was, she wanted to merely dissolve into him. 
Her free hand found its way to his behind and she pulled his hips 
against hers with evident yearning, her fingers groping at the swell 
of his bottom as the kiss deepened again, and againa€ 1 

He pulled away abruptly, an infuriating smile on his lips. He winked 
a€" a seeming harmless gesture but, to Astrid, it was so undeniably 
suggestive that she almost found herself blushing. "**We've** done 
pretty crazy stuff together, you and I." 

She gasped in mock modesty, slapping his butt with her free 
hand . 

"Do you trust me?" One last encouraging smirk from him a€" his eyes 
mischievous, his lips playful a€" and it was impossible for her not 
to want to indulge him. 

"Yes," she replied at last, slightly breathless. "But we're going to 
look like a couple of dorks." If at first she felt like she might 
regret this entire adventure, now she couldn't be more thankful for 
it. It had been several weeks since they had managed to get a little 
time away from everyone else, so they wanted to make the best of what 
they had at the moment . 

Astrid just wasn't sure if this met her requirements of 
_' best '_. 

"Well then. We _are _a couple, and we _are _dorks, soa€ 1 " Hiccup 
shrugged, returning to his initial position. 

The lack of his presence close to hers made her realize the force of 
the wind whipping around her body. She shivered a little. "Speak for 
yourself, " she droned, but she had to bite her lips to prevent the 
goofy smile from spreading across her face. "At least nobody's here 
to watch . " 

"Okay then, close your eyes." 

She closed her eyes. 

"On the count of three. Then you pull the a€" " 

"I know. Hiccup, you've said that fifty timesaOl" 

"Just makin' sure! AlrightaO 1 onea€ 1 twoa€ 1 two and a halfaOl" 



The tension in Astrid's legs gave a false start, and she elbowed him 
in the arm. "You idiot." 

"Sorry." But there was nothing apologetic in his voice. 

"THREE ! " 

Astrid's cry of surprise was lost in the wind as she felt her weight 
being pulled forward and her feet leaving the safety of the ground. 
The sensation of free-fall never ceased to be a thrill, no matter how 
many times she'd experienced it. But there was something different 
there. The hot wind blew upwards with such force, that they floated 
more than they actually fell. Their hands were still connected. She 
opened her eyes and looked at Hiccup; he gave the signal, so both 
their suits would open at the same time. 

The force of the air resistance she was met with the moment her suit 
opened made her feel giddy. Instead of falling, now she felt herself 
soar. Hiccup's victorious whoops mingled with hers, and their cries 
of thrilled ecstasy rang in her ears. She was gliding through the air 
alongside her lover, and it was absolutely liberating. 

By then. Toothless and Stormfly had already jumped in and joined them 
in the air current, and they rode the winds with grace and equal 
amounts of glee. Astrid couldn't stop laughing; at their dragons' 
faces, at the absurdity of it all a€" she'd made fun of his suit so 
many times, and now **she** was the one wearing one of his crazy 
contraptions a€" and at the incredible, unbelievable sensation of 
lightness and adrenaline. 

They moved in the air together, their dragons watching carefully for 
any sign of danger, ready to fly in and support their riders. Hiccup 
managed to turn around; he searched for Astrid's other hand and took 
it, so both their hands were interlocked. She doesn't know how long 
they stayed like this; seconds, minutes, hours? Just looking at each 
other, floating together in the air current, smiling and laughing and 
screaming like fools without a care in the world. 

Hiccup flexed his elbows, bringing her face closer to his; it was 
rushed and required some amount of coordination, but that was the 
most exhilarating kiss they had ever shared. 

But they couldn't stay up there forever; too soon, they had to mount 
their dragons and exit the air tunnel, but they did so with renewed 
weightlessness in their hearts. 

"Told you it was amazing!" Hiccup cheered, the biggest smile on his 
face. He hadn't smiled like that in weeks. Toothless looked up to him 
and warbled, his tongue sticking outside, obviously very pleased with 
the opportunity to go on such a fun ride. Stormfly squawked with 
excitement, happily flying as close to Toothless as safety allowed 
for. They had needed this, all four of them. 

Astrid sucked in the clean, calm air and outstretched her arms, as if 
she wanted to hug the wind itself. "I've got to hand it to you, it 
was pretty incredible. We need to come here more often." 

"Yeaha€l when we have time, we will." Hiccup nodded and looked back 
at the cliff; a goodbye of sorts, until the next time. Odin knows 
when it will be. They were always so busy lately. 



Astrid watched the skyline; the sun wasn't much farther down the 
horizon. She figured they could still indulge in one last stop. "Hey, 
what time did you say we had to get back?" 

"I figure we still have about a€" hey, hey! Where do you think you're 
going?" Hiccup had to urge Toothless to follow Astrid, who had turned 
left and started putting a distance between them. "You can't race a 
night fury!" 

"Watch me!" She called back, standing on Stormfly's saddle for added 
show. As predicted, it didn't take long for the boys to catch up with 
them, but soon enough they were close to land. With a somersault and 
tumble worthy of a cat, without even waiting for Stormfly to fully 
land, Astrid jumped off the saddle and dashed away, ignoring Hiccup's 
calls . 

He scrambled on after her, amused yet concerned, while Stormfly and 
Toothless knew better than to pursue. Into the green depths of that 
island's forest he followed her, chasing her beckoning laughter 
whenever he lost sight of her among the foliage. 

When he finally reached her. Hiccup was beginning to feel short of 
breath. "Whew! And I'm the crazy onea€ 1 What is it with you?" 

She laughed and danced around him, jumping and poking his ribs and 
arms and back with her unyielding fingers. She stopped right in front 
of him, just over an arm's reach away. "You didn't tell me how I put 
this away . " 

"What are you talking about?" It took Hiccup a moment to notice; 
Astrid twirled and lifted her arms, her adapted flight suit still 
open and flapping around her. He had to admit, it did look a little 
silly. But that didn't make her look any less beautifula€l 

"I guess I'll just have to take it off, then." She bit her lip and 
swayed away when he reached out for her, her feet feeling as light as 
feathers as she walked over the lush grass, between the trees and the 
bushes . 

"You don't have to," Hiccup said, oblivious to the intonation of her 
voice. "You just have to tuck it into the a€" hey. Hey! a€ 1 Oh." 

He stopped fumbling after her, just to observe, his brain finally 
caught up to her intents. He drank in the way she eyed him, the way 
her tongue traced her lower lip and how her hands pulled more than 
what straps were necessary. He swallowed a lump in his throat, 
feeling the space within his breeches begin to tighten. 

"I think you'll need to help me take these off," Astrid cooed with 
pretence embarrassment, managing to balance herself elegantly as she 
kicked her boots off. "I don't think I can do it all by myself." 

"No need to ask twice, Miladya€l I'm only here to service my people." 
Astrid giggled loudly when Hiccup dragged her by the waist and began 
pulling at the straps and buckles in her suit model. She groaned when 
his hands came running up her leggings, kneading her thighs with a 
tantalizing grip as he pulled each clasp loose. "But we gotta 
hurrya€ 1 because there 'sa€l more people waitinga€l for my 
assistance." He whispered into the skin of her neck between hungry 



kisses, and when he ran his tongue across her pulse she squirmed and 
gasped into the air. 

"I hope I geta€ 1 special treatment," she managed to breathe out. His 
hands now worked on the remainder of the fasteners in her torso, and 
his mouth never stood still. Her feet were fresh and cool, naked upon 
the soft green grass, but the rest of her body was lit on fire, each 
of Hiccup's restless hands a burning ember that warmed her skin 
through the fabric of her clothes. 

She felt him sigh when one of the buckles came undone. Before she 
knew it, he kneeled and pushed her down on the ground and in one 
swift movement, pulled her leggings straight off. 

"Oh!" Astrid exclaimed with a shudder, now lying with her legs bared 
upon the fresh grass. She watched him as he undid the buckles in his 
own suit, his haste motivated by the glaringly obvious growth between 
his legs. When he pulled himself loose, his member seemed to bound in 
the air, overjoyed with the promise of her inviting warmth. 

She wrapped her thighs around him tightly, until the clasps of his 
outfit began to dig into her skin. Hiccup wet two of his fingers and 
massaged her centre with precise, circular motions; Astrid hissed as 
her hips rose and shuddered to push down on his hand. 

He leaned over her, then, and pressed down for a long, hard kiss. 
Hiccup positioned his tip at the entrance; the contact alone made 
Astrid' s breath hitch with expectation, but he merely teased her by 
gliding it across her swollen lips. 

"I thought you said we had to hurry back ho a€" **oh**l" Again, that 
infuriating smirk of his. He cut her off mid-sentence, turning her 
last word into a delightful moan, by burying himself inside her. They 
didn't speak; all words would promptly dissolve into eager gasps and 
urgent sighsa€l all but one. 

"Astrid." He whispered into her ear as his rhythm intensified, as he 
became inevitably lost in the moment. She would have tried calling 
his name, too, but was too busy licking and sucking at his neck. She 
wished she could nip at his shoulder, a spot she loved so much, but 
that suita€ 1 oh, that suit. He was still dressed in it, Gods, and 
there was something so arousing about it. 

The suit. She thought back to the time they'd spent drifting casually 
over the air current, gliding in the skies just hand in handa€ 1 Her 
body shook and squirmed in her release, her thighs contracting around 
his torso involuntarily. In that moment, Astrid was entirely unable 
to feel anything that wasn't him a€" not even the soil beneath her. 
Only he existed, and he was just as part of her as was the heart 
beating in her chest. 

In a way, she thought to herself with a pleased sigh. Hiccup could 
make her take flight without even needing to pull her off the 
ground . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>END<p> 



><p>Hope you guys liked it. :) don't forget to leave me a little 
feedback. I love me some feedback! XD<p> 


22. Favourite Dessert 

**Summary: **Desserts are one of the finest things one can appreciate 
in this world. Everyone has their favourite... 

_Tapestryclouds_ is to blame for this, her and her strange australian 
baked goods and her crazy sporks . 

Hiccstrid fluff that somehow also derailed into smut. You've been 
forewarned. XD no HTTYD2 spoilers. 

But if you've already seen the movie and want to cry about it, feel 
free to do so. I'm still not entirely over it, I think I need to 
watch it a fourth time. Soon. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Favourite Dessert <strong> 
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><p>"Ah, there she is! Kind madam." Trader Johann stood and clapped 
his hands when the main cooked arrived at the table, holding a 
delicious-looking dessert sitting invitingly atop a large tray. She 
was a wide woman, homely and kind, and the finest in the art of 
cooking in all of Berk. "Did you follow the instruction I handed you? 
Used the ingredients I brought?"<p> 

The woman nodded kindly, and set the tray in front of the Chief with 
a large smile. It looked _scrumpt ious_. 

"A sweet course from a far-away land that I was luckily given the 
recipe for! A delicacy brought to you from the lands that lay beyond 
the warm shores at the other side of the sea." As usual, Johann's 
exuberance trailed behind each of his words and gestures. "A gift, 
for my favourite Chieftain and his finest dragon riders! Master 
Hiccup, do you have a favourite dessert?" 

"Not really, no," Hiccup answered with a shrug. He wasn't much of a 
sweet tooth. 

"Well then! This one will be sure to win you over!" Johann promised 
with a wink, ever the salesman. 

"Ooooh, yummy! What's it called?" Fishlegs practically jumped in his 
seat; he eyed the creamy-looking cake with the same expression a 
hungry Terrible Terror eyed a fat, juicy salmon. 

"That, my good friend, " Johann said with a perfectly still and even 
face, "they call it a **spotted dick**." 

For a split second, the table turned silent. 

Stoick managed to seem composed for a whole two seconds before 
letting out a loud roar of amusement, and everyone else followed 



suit. Gobber cackled loudly, as this was right down his alley in 
terms of sense of humour, and Ruffnut snorted with such force that a 
piece of an apple she'd been eating flew straight out her nose and 
onto Snotlout's hand. The way Snotlout yelped and squirmed in disgust 
only made the rest of the people laugh louder, while Trader Johann 
stood there with an unamused expression. 

"I can assure you it is quite delicious. I highly enjoyed it each 
time I a€" " and another round of laughter raised from their side of 
the Meade Hall. Johann sighed; it was pointless to say anything else, 
so he just returned to his table and waited for the hysterical 
Berkians to compose themselves. 

Even Astrid smiled with a goofy grin all the way though her portion 
of the cake. It was very good, indeed. Hiccup had to admit, he 
actually liked it well enough to finish his slice. 

"Look, Fishlegs wants _more dick_, " Tuffnut jested when Fishlegs cut 
himself one more portion, and for a couple of minutes they all had to 
pause for another invigorating session of merriment. 

When they finished eating, they thanked Trader Johann a€" who still 
didn't seem too pleased at their initial reaction a€" and each went 
their merry way, still giggling. 

The rest of the afternoon went by just as any other normal day in 
Berk. There were dragons and livestock to be tended to, things to 
repair, places to clean and tidya€l and Chiefly lessons to be 
learnt . 

"I gotta go do rounds with my dad today," Hiccup commented with 
Astrid as they walked slowly, hand-in-hand, down the Great Hall 
staircase. There was boredom in his voice, but he didn't let it form 
into a complaint. "I promised I'd check out on the repair works in 
the dragon stalls with him." 

"Hiccup, " she stopped walking and tugged at his hand to claim his 
attention. He paused on the step just below the one where she stood 
and turned to look at her, thinking of how he'd much prefer to spend 
the rest of his day flying around with her and Toothless, but alas. 
"This is good for you, you know. You've got 
responsibilities . " 

Hiccup groaned and rolled his eyes, nodding. He knew, but that didn't 
mean he had to walk around with a smile plastered on his face while 
his father yammered on about this and that. 

"And if you do nicely today," Astrid said with a playful smirk, "I 
might reward you for being such a good sport." 

"Alright then. I'll behave," Hiccup nudged his nose on her chin, 
given the fact that she stood slightly taller than him on the stone 
step. "But you better keep up with that promise." 

Her arms went over his shoulders, as his hands rested on the small of 
her back. She kissed his forehead and his nose, but when he tried to 
reach her lips with his own she pulled away. "That's for later." 

He gave her a flat look, more out of overstated drama than actual 
hurt, and then remembered he had to double back. "Uh, tell my dad 



I'll meet him in the stables in ten minutes. I just forgot 
something," he added hurriedly when Astrid was about to ask him why. 
"Thanks, I'll see you later! Night flight?" 

"I'll swing by after dinner. Now go on!" She watched Hiccup jog back 
up the staircase and shrugged, resuming her descent and going about 
her business for the rest of the day. 

a€" a€" a€" a€" a€" a€" a€" 

The sun had all but disappeared when Astrid rapped at the Haddock 
household door. The skies were tinted in shades of dark blue, with a 
hue of warm orange glow still clinging on to the horizon. The birds 
had already fallen silent, their song now entirely replaced with the 
sound of crickets among the greenery, and of dragons inside of houses 
or perched upon rooftops. 

Stoick's large, bulky figure appeared from behind the large doorframe 
and he welcomed her in with a warm smile. "Astrid! Come on in. 
Hiccup's just tending to the dishes." 

"How was today? Did he behave?" Astrid asked loudly enough for her 
boyfriend to hear; Hiccup looked up from the basin filled with water 
and dishes where his hands were submerged and responded by poking his 
tongue out at her. 

"Ah, it went great! Astrid, ye should have seen him. An' those plans 
of his." 

Astrid smiled widely. She hadn't expected Stoick to be _this_ 
excited . 

A large hand came to rest on her shoulder, with a little more force 
than she'd expected. "He told me ye helped come up with some of those 
ideas." Stoick spoke with something akin to admiration and a jolly 
red hue on his cheeks. 

"Uh. Yeah, wellaCl I did give him some advice a€" but, you know, he's 
the expert! I'm glad you liked it." 

"Aye." There was a glimmer of excitement in the man's eyes. "That 
retractable weapon holder... So exciting!" Stoick moved around with a 
bit of a dance in his steps. He circled the dinner table and took a 
large, wide mug in his equally large left hand, picking up a small 
collection of rolled up parchments with his right one. 

"I'm goin' to take these designs to the builders right away. When 
their bellies are too full, their ears go deaf! Hahaha ! " The door 
closed with a thud behind the Chief, cutting off the sound of his 
laughter . 

But it opened up again just as soon, only enough to allow for 
Stoick's head to poke inside. He stood there awkwardly, grinning with 
uncharacterist ic enthusiasm as he stared at his son and respective 
girlfriend . 


"aClDad?" Hiccup said tentatively, feeling terribly flustered under 
his father's scrutiny. "Dad!" He repeated, this time loudly, stomping 
his one foot on the ground. 



"Sorry about that, son. Erm, you two a€" er, you go do your thing. 
Yes. I'll be off now. Right now. Leave you to it. Fly safe, an' all 
that . " 

"Please," Hiccup groaned irritably. "Finally," he said, when the door 
didn't reopen within thirty seconds. 

"Wow. What was _that_ all about?" Astrid asked, attempting to blink 
her confusion away. Leave them to _what_? Hiccup still appeared to be 
flustered as he finished cleaning the last dish, and she had the odd 
feeling something had happened between the two men. 

"Nothing. He just decided to drink a bit of winea€ 1 okay, a _little_ 
more than just a bit." 

Astrid picked up a clean cloth and began to dry up the wet dishes. 
"Wine? Why would he be drinking wine today?" 

Hiccup shrugged unconvincingly and stored the dishes away. "No 
reason," he told her. 

"I'm not buying it." 

"Anywaya€ 1 I behaved pretty well, as you can see." 

"You're steering the conversation away." Astrid crossed her arms in 
front of her chest, as if talking to a mischievous child. 

"No, I'm not. Where's that reward you promised?" That infuriating 
smile played on his lips as he took a step closer to her. Astrid 
backed away, arms still crossed. 

"Is there something you're not telling me?" 

"He was just extra happy that I did good today, " Hiccup said 
casually. When she arched an eyebrow at him, he quickly added, "Well, 
I was _motivated_. I was promised a reward, in case you forgot." 

He kept on walking closer, slowly, with small steps. Eventually, 
there would be no more room for Astrid to keep the distance between 
them. "And now I guess you want to claim it?" 

"Pretty much, yeah." Hiccup reached a hand to her chin. Astrid' s back 
touched the wall; there was nowhere else to go. Not that she wanted 
to be anywhere else, in all honesty. "Don't you think I deserve 
it?" 


He guided his lips onto hers. She answered his question by kissing 
him back diligently, and it wasn't long at all before he fully 
pressed himself against her. His fingers immediately went trailing 
down her sides and then back up her stomach, over her shirt, grazing 
the tips of her breasts teasingly. 

Astrid gasped for air. She moulded her hands on his ass and pulled 
him even closer, but he hissed immediately. 

"You always forget that damned skirt of yours." 


"Sorry." She giggled into his hair and let him pull her studded skirt 
from her waist. He then grabbed her left thigh with a solid grip and 



pulled it upwards, resting it over his hips, and pressing his 
stiffness right on that sweet, tender spot. 

The strangled moan she gave in response was deliciously enticing. It 
filled his mind with want, it urged him on a breathless quest to kiss 
every inch of her skin. His fingers played with the band of her 
leggings, one hand reaching under the fabric to feel the heat of her 
flesh on his palm. 

"Hey," she murmured weakly, "this isn't whata€ 1 I meanta€ 1 " 

Hiccup stopped moving altogether. He frowned at her, his green eyes 
slightly unfocused behind thick eyelashes. "What?" 

Astrid shifted to try and improve her balance, since her leg was 
still set on his hip. Not the brightest of ideas; each movement 
seemed to only increase the friction against her nethers . "I said I'd 
reward you. I didn't say _how_. " 

"Oh?" Hiccup let go of her thigh and pulled back slightly, resting 
his hands on the wall behind Astrid. "Well, that's awkward." 

"I a€" well, thisa€l I mean," Astrid blushed a little but she kept 
her balance, holding on to the sides of his torso to keep one leg 
steady on the floor while maintaining the other one on his hip. She 
was enjoying the angle; they'd never really tried doing it standing 
up. "We don't have to stop." 

"Nah, you're right, I jumped to conclusions . " He said casually, 
easing her leg off him and taking a couple of steps back. He patted 
the thighs of his pants, as if he were straightening them, which only 
called even _more_ attention toward the visible growth. "My 
bad. " 

Astrid slammed one fist against the wall behind her, clearly not 
enjoying his humour. "Hiccup!" 

He laughed and held out his hands in front of himself before she 
could punch him, and swooped in for a quick kiss on her lips. "I'm 
kidding, silly. Look, I, uha€ 1 why don't you go upstairs to my loft, 
and I'll be right there." 

"You're kidding me," she droned, glaring impatiently at him. "What 
are you a€" ?" 

"I'll be quick, I promise. Please?" 

She bit the inside of her cheek. He did that _thing_ with his 
eyebrows and his lips and she couldn't stand that absolutely 
_tempting_ puppy look. "Mmm, " was all the reply she graced him with 
before sauntering upstairs, making sure she stomped on each wooden 
step into his bedroom. 

She sat on his bed and huffed. 

How was she supposed to do this? Would she sit or stand? Should she 
keep her clothes or pull them off, maybe just leave her smallclothes 
on? What if she lay on the bed? 

Godsa€ 1 being there alone, waiting for him, not knowing _what _in 



Thor's name he was going to do, it was a little unsettling. It made 
her nervous. They hadn't been intimate for that long; she still 
wasn't sure about a hundred little things, and having free time to 
think about it only made it worse. 

Whenever he was close to her, and his mouth and fingers were keeping 
her distracted, she seldom let these thoughts roam. She would justa€ 1 
do what _felt _right . I wasn't always right. Sometimes her knee would 
hit his ribs and sometimes her elbow would collide against his arm, 
or their heads bumped at odd moments, or her teeth grazed his 
delicate skin by accident . 

The small, sheepish pauses in which they apologized for their 
acrobatic miscalculat ions would oft break the state of trance, and 
the reality would hit her like a mallet dropping on her foot. Making 
love was a wonderful experience, but actually _thinking_ about what 
they were really doing with one another never failed to make her want 
to grab the sheets and cover herself up. She never did, though; she 
just would just close her eyes and take a large breath. 

Without another thought about it, she stripped down to her bare skin 
and shimmied inside his bed, leaving only her head poking out of the 
bed cover. Right then, she heard him climbing up the steps. 

"You still there?" Hiccup called. 

"Barely, " she replied, wiggling her toes nervously under the 
cover . 

"Alright then. Close your eyes!" 

"What?" 

She heard him groan in the staircase. "Just do it!" 

"Alright, fine, fineaCl" She heard him approach the bed. There was a 
small pause, in which she could hear him exhale heavily; he'd 
probably noticed her clothes scattered near the bed. 

She could practically feel his nervousness when he spoke. "Okay 
thenaC 1 you can look now." 

Astrid opened her eyes. There stood a perfectly naked Hiccup, save 
for the fabric wrapped around his stump to accommodate the peg leg, 
his erection standing proudly in all its glory and slick withaC 1 was 
that _custard_? 

She could feel her eyebrows ride up her forehead and disappear into 
her hairline. Her jaw slackened immediately, her eyes widened and she 
cocked her head ever so slightly to the right, the same direction his 
member tilted to. 

"Surprise!" He exclaimed, throwing his hands into the air like he'd 
unwrapped a present. "I, uh, got you some spotted dick." 

She looked up to Hiccup _once_; and wondered when, in that 
incomprehensible mind of his, had he managed to come to the 
conclusion that this could ever, even remotely, consist in a good 
idea . 



Then she laughed, so hard that she threw her head back and kicked her 
feet on the bed, with so much joy that she entirely let go of the 
cover that hid her nakedness, until she fell back on the bed and 
rolled around clutching her sides. She laughed until tears welled up 
in her eyes and her cheeks began to sting, and when Hiccup grumbled a 
sour "Oh, come on." she actually reached a high note. 

It took her some time to calm herself down, and when she finally 
caught enough of a breath to speak, she still had to bite down on the 
constant giggles. "Youa€l you put thea€ 1 " 

"Yeah, " Hiccup mumbled, more than just slightly embarrassed but still 
very much ready to step it up. He looked down at his hard, 
custard-coated cock and figured he'd still give it a go. "Do I at 
least get extra points for creativity?" 

He did. Yes, he did. With laughter still playing in her voice, Astrid 
bent her legs beneath her and sat on the bed, beckoning him forward 
with her fingers. 

She was hyper-sensitive about everything; their state of undress and 
the rapture with which he beheld her; the way his hips jerked forward 
when she began lapping at the sweetness that covered the most 
sensitive skin in his body. She started out slowly, just enough to 
remove the dripping cream. It was her time to tease _him_. 

When she finally rolled her tongue all the way from the base to the 
tip of the underside of his length, he sighed loudly and wove his 
fingers into her hair, tugging her braid loose. 

"Eat it." He growled the command between gritted teeth, a low rumble 
that would have been lost if not for the silence of the bedchamber. 
Astrid barely had time to raise an eyebrow at him before he pushed 
in, burying himself within her mouth. 

So much for the teasing. 

She paid attention to the sound of his breathing as she moved her 
head, minding her teeth to avoid any accidents. With her lips clamped 
tightly around the unusual flavour, she always rolled her tongue in 
the spot she knew would drive him insane. 

As she worked her magic, she appreciated the freckles that dusted the 
base of his member and then scattered thinly up across his shaft. 
There couldn't have been a most appropriate dessert, really. 

"Stop," she heard him whimper eventually. She pulled him out of her 
mouth with a loud plop and a wicked smile, and chuckled into his 
mouth as he leaned over for a sloppy, breathless kiss. It was the way 
he rested his forehead against hers that set her heart beating in an 
alarming rate. "Stand up." 

She took his hand and rose to his height a€" or, almost. He had been 
taller than her for quite some time, now. She watched him lick his 
fingers a€" and felt her body overheat with anticipation, knowing 
what promises lay ahead a€" and lower them to her centre, slipping 
them past her folds and curling them to reach that unique 
spot . 


Standing up made her feel more vulnerable, more exposed, but the 



difference in the angle gave the whole thing an extra edge. He nipped 
at her neck and shoulder, kissed her earlobe, ghosted his tongue upon 
her lips with lustful intent. Astrid had to steady herself against 
him to keep her knees from buckling, and her hips rolled blindly into 
his palm as she felt warmer, and warmer, until she feared the 
temperature of her body might set the wooden floor on fire. 

Hiccup felt her shudder when he removed his hand from between her 
thighs. Knowing she was this ready, knowing how much she yearned for 
him, only made him throb even harder. He tasted his glossy fingers; 
he found that her sweet tanginess held more pleasure to him than all 
the cakes in the world ever could. 

"Aha€ 1 I guess **you're** my favourite dessert." He growled against 
her mouth, claiming her lips for a heated kiss. Without so much as a 
warning, his hands rested upon her hips and spun her around, so her 
back was facing him. He resting his erection against her well-rounded 
cheeks and kissed the back of her ears, while his fingertips grazed 
the soft skin of her midriff, trailing dangerously close to what lay 
beneath her navel. 

The touch was so light, so seductive, that she felt waves of heat and 
cold dancing in her belly. Astrid knew what his intentions were; she 
writhed her hips in response, anxiously impatient. For a silent 
moment, they ground against one another, their skin heating up 
further and further with the prolonged contact. 

His hands ran up her spine with a smooth stroke, bringing shudders 
that spread across her lower back. When he gently bent her over the 
bed, she couldn't stop her legs from tensing or her breath from 
hitching dangerously. With her outstretched arms supporting her 
weight and balance, she shuddered when his tip grazed her 
folds . 

"Don't," he managed to hiss through the haze that was his mind at the 
moment. The vision of her back covered in sweat, her hair damp 
between her shoulder blades and her ass risen up into the air, was 
just about enough to drive all sanity from him. "Down." With two 
hands on her backside, he pushed her behind to a proper angle. If she 
stood on her toes, he might not be able to manage the position to 
enter her. 

"_Ah_! " He sank with agonizing leisure into the moist heat, and was 
greeted with a moan so raw and urgent that the voice didn't even seem 
to come from the woman in front of him. From then on, Astrid never 
kept silent. Each thrust of Hiccup's hips against her made her gasp, 
and he witnessed her abandon when she bent her elbows and buried her 
face in the bed covers. 

The tighter her walls clenched around him, the closer he felt himself 
coming to the brim. He had to stop; he had to keep himself from 
spilling now, she hadn't reached her climax yet. He wanted to 
pleasure her before himself, but Gods, it was getting too hard to 
hold it of f a€ 1 

"Don't stop," she moaned hotly when she felt him slow down. "_Don't 
stop_. " She begged now, grinding against him with desperate urgency, 
tempting him back to his previous pace with a tantalizing twist of 
her hips. "**Don't stop**." The words fell from her mouth in 
half-breathed syllables, resembling primal cries more than human 



speech, and involuntarily she stretched out her feet again. 


Hiccup was too far gone to tell her to stop moving up, but he had to 
do _something_. With what little logic he had left, he _slapped_ her 
supple left cheek with his dominant hand as he tried to keep himself 
from slipping too far out. Ironically, the cry she wailed out in 
response was his demise. 

The shudder that started in his loins spread out to the rest of his 
body, turning into a violent shockwave of searing heat that caused 
his pace to quicken and his rhythm to falter. His eyes screwed shut 
and his jaw slackened, as he emptied himself in her depths with a 
final, shattering sigh. 

He stood there, panting, his legs and hips shaken with spasms as he 
did his damn best to remain standing. 

It was very hard to do so when Astrid was still grinding against 
him. 

With considerable effort to articulate his vocabulary into an 
intelligible sentence, he managed to ask her, "What are you 
doing? " 

"So close," she writhed relentlessly into his slackening limb. As his 
afterglow faded, sense began to return to his brain. She hadn't 
climaxed yet, and he could not allow for her to miss out on it. He 
brought his hand to where they joined, and within some well-applied 
strokes he finally brought her to that heightened state of 
being . 

Astrid trembled, her knees giving in to an unyielding ecstasy. She 
rocked forward slightly, finally collapsed on her side upon the bed 
with a satisfied sigh, panting and breathing with shaky 
unevenness . 

Hiccup lay down beside her, hugging her tenderly from behind, 
entwining his fingers with hers as he pressed his nose against her 
moist shoulder. They stayed like this without uttering a single word, 
simply basking in the comfort of each other's presence. 

Pale moonlight filtered lazily through the opening in Hiccup's loft, 
and the whiteness that washed upon their naked bodies only made the 
moment seem all the more ethereal. 

But the spell could not last forever. Astrid felt a current of cold 
air rise goosebumps all over her sweat-dampened skin. She knew she 
had to leave soon; she had no desire to be caught in bed with the 
Chief's son, by the man himself. 

And yet, she felt like her body weighed far too much to allow for 
movementaC 1 

"I'm cold." Astrid pulled the bed covers over the two of them and she 
turned around, so she could face him and kiss his chin. Hiccup smiled 
as she tenderly put her lips to his skin, and with one satisfied 
outbreath he made up his mind. There was something he needed to tell 
her; something he'd promised his father he would eventually take care 
of, but hadn't intended on saying tonight. 



Yet lovemaking made him feel soft and tender. It made him drunk with 
passion, caused him to succumb to this warm affection that sweltered 
within his body and clung to his heart with unspoken delicacy. He 
felt daring and confident, even as a flutter of excitement settled in 
his gut and the steady drumming in his chest rose into a 
crescendo . 

"Astrid, " he said, but that hardly seemed to catch her attention. He 
had to pull her chin up so she would look at him. Even when 
everything else was immersed in black and white, the blue of her eyes 
still pierced through the setting dimness. He had the very words at 
the tip of his tongue, and yet, could not seem to find them. 

"Uh." His throat went dry at the realization. He could do this all 
day, every day, for the rest of his life; just _be_ with her, happy 
and together, knowing he was hers and she was his no matter what they 
did or where they went to. This felt right. This **was **right. Not 
necessarily now, but he wanted to have it set in stone, for when the 
time came. 

"Would you be my dessert?" He asked. 

It wasn't until he saw her puzzled look that he realized his mistake. 
"Wife, I meant **wife**! And not right now, of course, just later 
someday, but I think I should talk to you father and aska€ 1 Oh, 

Gods." He muttered a curse under his breath and attempted to hide his 
ever-growing embarrassment with his hand. 

"That went well, " she cooed with an awkward grin and a lively giggle, 
pulling his hand away from his face. She didn't want him to cover 
himself. She didn't want him to hide. She loved him just for who he 
was, clumsily phrased proposals and all. 

They had time. They would enjoy their youth and freedom for as long 
as possible, but an agreement to kickstart the marriage negotiations 
was more than overdue. After three and a half years of dating, it 
simply seemed to fall into place. 

"We can talk to my parents next week, " she said, kissing his knuckles 
with adoration. The simple certainty of her answer was enough to calm 
Hiccup's frayed nerves; it wasn't long at all before an exchange of 
caresses and whispers renewed the flaring heat of desire, and soon 
enough Astrid found herself straddling his waist, that timeless 
feeling of fulfilment taking overa€ 1 

A door creaked open, then, and closed shut with a booming racket. The 
young lovers froze in their stance, suddenly cold as a block of 
ice . 

"Hiccup, son! You here? Why are Toothless and Stormfly outside? What 
is a€" ?" Stoick's voice stopped. 

It was with dread that Hiccup whimpered, "I left my clothes down 
therea€ 1 " 

The Chief's footsteps echoed ominously through the house. Astrid 
jumped from Hiccup's lap like a cat whose tail had been stepped on. 
Unable to reach her own clothes in time, she merely wrapped the cover 
around herself best as possible, each one of Stoick's footfalls like 
a ticking bomb. 



"I think we should ask them tomorrow," she whispered. 
"a€l good idea." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>END<p> 
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><p>Stoick secretly, quitely cheers on the inside, now knowing for 
sure that his boy's popped the cherry and become a man. He just tries 
to seem stern about it, and kind of fails at it. XD I may or may not 
have an awkward father-son conversation (about the responsability one 
needs to approach pleasures of youthfulness with) up my sleeve. 

: 3<p> 

Too lazy to proofread it decently, so forgive me any typos and feel 
free to point out mistakes and whatnot. Thank you for reading! 


23. Little Things 

Hello all ! Hope you've all been having a lovely day so far. 

:) 

Today I got an anonymous ask on Tumblr, wishing me a happy birthday 
(THANK YOU ONCE AGAIN) and asking me if I would post on the small 
headcanons / drabbles I've been writing on Tumblr. 

(I've been asked about this so - my Tumblr URL is _* *Nef ert sukia* *_ 
if you want to check it out) 

Basically, I reblogged a meme that said I'd write a headcanon related 
to a word, and I got a bunch of messages with words (yay!) . 

Supposedly these would be small things but I'm crazy and have a hard 
time keeping it short. Lol. 

Since I don't think each one is worth a chapter of its own, I'm 
posting a bunch of them together. These are all Hiccstrid, but I have 
others! Let me know if you like them, and/or if you'd like me to post 
the rest of the ones I've gotten (although some of them may have 
spoilers for HTTYD2, but I will write a warning) . 

Enough of my yapping! *throws confetti* 

■jk" "jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Litt le Things<strong> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Ask Her Out<strong> 

Hiccup was nervous as heck. 

Something _was_ going on between them, he knew it. Now she always had 
a smile to spare him; her lips lingered on an upturned movement, a 
kindness he wasn't used to seeing in her. The playful pushing and 



shoving now happened constantly, and he knew she was far more gentle 
about it than she normally would have been. Her laughter came easily 
to her now, and there was a softness to it when she was with 
him . 

But mostly, it was the way she would silently lean against him, their 
sides and arms warring against the cold for a few heartbeats before 
she pulled away with a heartfelt sigh, the tips of her fingers slowly 
running through the back of his hand as she moved on. 

But Hiccup needed certainty. Reassurance. He didn't quite know what 
to do about ita€ 1 It just seemed idiotic to walk up to her and 
straight out ask her if she wanted to be his girlfriend a€" he didn't 
even know if they already were, or not a€", but how else was he going 
to get around to it? 

One day, he nonchalantly asked her if she wantedto go flying to the 
very west side of Berk right before sunset; that's where the sun 
shines the brightest as it disappears behind the sea. 

"Sure!" Astrid answered, gracing him with another one of her easy 
smiles. They seemed to be getting easier with each passing day. 

"Let's go get the gang. We could trya€ 1 " 

"No," Hiccup cut her off as gently as possible. He wanted to kick 
himself in the head already. He breathed in. "I meana€ 1 Maybe they 
don't want to come. Soa€ 1 " 

That was a dumb way of wording it. He paused, waiting for her 
reaction. Astrid cocked her head to the side. 

"So you're suggesting wea€ 1 _don't_ call them?" 

Hiccup tried not to do that thing with his lips, but it just comes 
naturally to him. He felt so suddenly self-aware of everything his 
body was doing. 

"Well, yeah. If you put it that way." 

"So you're just asking me." 

"Yeah, pretty much. Prettya€ 1 much. Nobody else around here. Just 
you. And me. So. Askinga€ 1 **you."** He was a natural at 
this . 

"Wella€l" Astrid seemed to ponder this for a little while; but the 
curve in her cheeks betrayed her amusement. "They _are_ kind of 
loud. " 

"Yeah, " Hiccup conceded with a solid nod. 

"Guess they'd be pretty distracting." 

"Yeah, they do tend to do that." His palms were sweating. Why were 
his palms sweating? 

"Soa€l it's a date." 

"Yeah, it's a date. It's a€" what. I mean a€"" he had registered the 
sing-songy pitch to her voice, but not the content of her words. 



Hiccup knew he was standing on solid ground, but in the pit of his 
stomach and the inside of his chest, he felt like he was 
free-falling . 

"Come on, then, silly." Hiccup could have sworn Astrid had cooed; her 
smile was contagious. "I'll race you there!" 

She took his hand and pulled it with a soft tug, gripping his palm 
with reassuring encouragement, before letting go of it and racing 
toward Stormfly. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>HAIRCUT<strong> 
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><p>It happened gradually; it started with Astrid absent-mindedly 
digging her fingers into Hiccup's hair. The longer the kiss, the 
longer her hands would run across his scalp. Neither of them took 
notice when she began to caress his head when they talked. Hiccup 
had, however, made a face one day when he got home and saw a small 
braid hidden among his auburn hair.<p> 

Eventually, she volunteered to cut his hair for him. It was a very 
intimate gesture; one a mother would do for a child, a sibling for 
the other, a lover for their dearest. 

That day marked a new stage in their relationship. In their society, 
the haircuts were given only to and from the people closest to 
heart . 

The first time they made love, Astrid joked that it was his new, 
attractive haircut that had won her over and into his bed. Hiccup 
laughed; but the following day, when Astrid came around to his house. 
Hiccup had a basin of water ready to be carried outside, along with a 
small stool. 

He asked her to wash his hair outside, in plain sight of all the 
villagers. The symbolism of this gesture carried much more 
significance than mere hygene or tenderness: only wives washed their 
husband's hair, and doing it outdoors was a way of showing the 
couple's bond was strong. 

From that day onward, Snotlout stopped his attempts on Astrid 
entirely. The village was in a hubbub; this was allowed because 
Hiccup was the Chief's son, otherwise it would have been quite the 
scandal . 

But even Stoick himself was pleased, despite the sheer audacity of 
the two young lovers. He patted Gobber's back with a smile plastered 
on his face, ever the romantic. "Look. **That's** my future 
daughter-in-law. " 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


><pXstrong>BEDHEAD<strong> 



><p>Hiccup's hair puzzled her beyond belief. Whenever he awoke from 
slumber it always looked unruly in the most devious way, while 
incomprehensibly carrying the appearance of actually having been 
groomed somehow. <p> 

For some reason, Astrid became quite intrigued by this. It was only 
after they started sleeping and waking together, that she actually 
began to take note of this strange phenomenon. 

At one point, she even considered cutting his hair a different way, 
just to see if it made a dif f erencea€ 1 and, admittedly, also little 
bit out of jealously. 

But as much as she wished her hair looked more like his in the 
morning a€" more composed, smoother a€" she feared changing the 
haircut would trample the magic created by that auburn mane. 

Hiccup, exceedingly unaware of her internal struggle, would often rub 
a lazy hand into his head with complete aloofness. And instead of 
fussing it up, he would just make it look even _better_. 

Astrid groaned. She thought of the way he would swoop by and drag 
that helmet off his head after a long ride on Toothless; there was 
something provoking about seeing Hiccup with his breath uneven and an 
unruly head of hair to match the wildness of flight in his eyes and 
cheeks . 


The fact that all this happened purely by accident was even more 
stirring; and soon enough more urgent thoughts about him filled her 
mind, demanding she drag him back to bed. 


There was no denying that Astrid felt thoroughly pleased with herself 
when she managed to mess his hair up beyon repair. As she lay naked 
by his side, their breathing and heartbeats still scrambling to 
return to some sort of normalcy, she studied his face through hazy 
eyes, admiring how the damp, darkened tufts clung to his forehead and 
stuck into various haphazard directions. 


Her long, content sigh caught his attention. Shiny green eyes blinked 
at her through a mist of satisfaction, and Hiccup smiled sheepishly 
despite himself. "Hey Astrida€ 1 have I ever told you how much I love 
your bedhead?" 


-k k 
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><p><strong>BREAKFAST<strong> 

k k k 


><p>Hiccup watched, with some concern, as Astrid chewed her bread 
with half-lidded eyes and just about as much energy as a fat house 
cat. She looked tired. Dark circles under her eyes, sluggish 
movements, half-hearted replies to his conversation . <p> 

"You need to eat," Hiccup told tell her tenderly: He made sure he'd 
brought her the freshest and tastiet food he could find, to stimulate 
her appetite, but apparently this wasn't working. She didn't even 
look at the fruit. 


Astrid was usually the first to wake and prepare the breakfast, but 



over the past two weeks it had been exceedingly hard for her to get 
up in the morning. 

But it was no wonder. Hiccup's eyes fell on the cradle just across 
the table, their child wrapped in fluffy blankets and blissfully 
asleep . 

It wasn't that their baby was particularly loud or demanding during 
the night. She wasn't, really; people would tell them they could 
count themselves lucky for that. 

But Astrid couldn't sleep. This was her first child, whom she had 
brought into this world though sweat and blood, whom she had spent 
months talking to through the swell of her belly. "Our child", she 
would say with unmasked pride, placing the infant in her father's 
arms and hugging him from behind. "She's perfect." 

Hiccup knew why she behaved this way. Just a week before childbirth, 
another couple's newborn had died in its sleep during the night. When 
the parents woke up, they were met with the horror of finding their 
child gone cold, forever trapped in endless slumber. 

Astrid couldn't even manage to attend the funeral. Suddenly, she was 
riddled with fears . 

So she would sit up for most of the night, staring at the little 
one's sleeping form. Checking if she was breathing, quietly humming 
lullabies from their childhood. Hiccup would often come home to find 
his wife sitting in bed with their daughter in her arms, both 
asleep . 

He wondered how her arms never went numb. 

By the time Hiccup had finished his meal, Astrid was still only 
halfway through her bread. He was about to scold her when there was a 
faint little cry coming from the wooden crib, and with surprising 
energy Astrid sprung from the table and picked the gurgling baby up 
to her chest. 

"Good morning, gorgeous! It's time for your breakfast." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>SKATER<strong> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Hiccup would build many different contraptions for his offspring 
to play with. More often than not, the children would gather in their 
father's wide office. This was, for all of them, quality family time 
a€" going over funny ideas for inventions, trying out new things, 
doodling 'blueprints' in any available surface. <p> 

Seeing his own spirit of inventiveness reflected in his children from 
a small age was something that Hiccup would never fully get over. It 
brought a peace and comfort to his heart, seeing how creative his 
little ones could be. 


One day, one of the kids came up with a funny idea a€" why not attach 
wheels to a plank of wood? That sounded fun. The idea stemmed from 



the fact that, in spring and summer, there wasn't much snow around 
for them to do one of their favorite activities a€" 
snowboarding ! 

Hiccup approved. Astrid didn't. So, of course. Hiccup and their three 
little ones went behind her backa€ 1 

It didn't take long for Astrid to find out; when her son arrived home 
with a bloody knee and two front teeth knocked out, it wasn't 
difficult to figure out how and why. The girls were fine; they were 
too happy and giggly to even notice the scratches on their 
skin . 

They were grounded for a week. All of them. Hiccup included. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>BLANKET <strong> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Hiccup had always been a quiet sleeper. He didn't move around 
much a€" save for when he had nightmares. He preferred to sleep on 
his side, and at times his mouth hung slightly open. It wass not 
uncommon for him to wake up in the morning with dried up drool 
crusted down the side of his face, or flaking over his 
beard . <p> 

Astrid, on the other hand, was entirely restless. 

She turned over and switched positons often. She kicked the blankets 
off the bed, even when it wound up getting cold at night; they would 
often wake up shivering, and Hiccup always complained as he pulled 
the covers back up. 

There was something endearing, albeit terribly annoying, about the 
way she slept with him. After a certain point, they had to move their 
bed over to the wall a€" Hiccup had gotten tired of waking up on the 
hard floor in the middle of the night because of her. 

It's not that she pushed him off the bed out of annoyance; quite the 
contrary. At night, already fast asleep, Astrid would always seek his 
body. She pulled him to her, or lay herself on top of him, throwing 
one of her legs over his legs, nestling her head on his shoulder, 
wrapping her arm across his chest. 

Sometimes, Hiccup would wake up short of breath, or halfway hovering 
above the floor, only to find her lying on top of him or entirely on 
his side of the beda€ 1 

Well, technically, there were no sides of the bed. Both sides were 
her side; or rather, the side where Hiccup slept was the side where 
she had to sleep also. She always had to feel his skin on hers. 

And as the years went by, falling asleep without him became harder 
and harder. There were nights when she knew no rest until she felt 
his presence near her; in the silence, the sound of his steady 
breathing would lull her into slumber. 


It is said that when a lovebird dies, its mate will not hold on for 



much longer. It gives up on living, unable to remain in this world 
with half of its soul far gone. 

Astrid was found lying in their bed, wrapped up in their favourite 
blanket. Her white hair meticulously braided and her clothes 
pristine, her wrinkled features serene and rested. Blue eyes forever 
closed, only to be reopened once she joined her husband in the 
afterlife . 

Over her chest, nested between her crossed arms, was the last tunic 
her husband wore and a drawing of them he'd made when they were 
young . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><pxspan>Don ' t read this last one unless you've watched the second 
movie. Thanks ! <span> 
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><p><strong>AFTERMATH<strong> a€" CONTAINS SPOILERS TO THE END OE 
HTTYD2 
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><p>After many hours of hard work and of talking to literally every 
single person in the village. Hiccup felt exhausted, and it was like 
nothing had sunk in yet. He went home almost at the crack of dawn, 
completely worn out... but, somehow, there was a surge of energy 
running through his veins. <p> 

Valka couldn't stay in her old home just yet. The memories, the pain, 
it was all too fresh. She wanted to fly to the sanctuary and see if 
there were any injured dragons left in there. 

Astrid agreed to stay with Hiccup in his home. She wanted to give him 
a massage, so he could relax. She helped take off his leather armour, 
working through the buckles as she hummed some calm tune. Her fingers 
wove into his flesh soothingly, over his tunic, untangling the knots 
in his shoulders. 

Hiccup stopped her, calmly. Without saying a word, he pulled his 
tunic off and brought her to his lap for a long, well-deserved kiss. 
In complete silence, he removed her shoulder protection and kissed 
her jawline once, twice, thrice... then he buried his face between 
her shoulder and neck and gave out a long, dragged out sob. 

Astrid had to stop the tears welling in her eyes. "You'll be fine," 
she whispered to him, sweetly. "It's alright..." 

His arms crushed her against his chest; the way he kissed the top of 
her collarbone became needy, desperate even. She didn't protest when 
he began to undo her skirt. She laid down beside him as he pulled off 
her leggings, and she removed her tunic herself. 

Eor someone who had been through such a hectic day. Hiccup sure had 
plenty of energy left to spend; but once he was done, he fell asleep 
almost immediately. 


Astrid didn't bother going to her house. She was already home, in his 



arms, listening to the rhythm of his heart, and stilling his cries 
when the nightmares came to haunt him. 

•:k ^ ^ 


><p>END<p> 
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><p>Thank you all for reading. :) Hope you've enjoyed them! Do you 
think I should post more little collections like this as I jot them 
down? Lemme know.<p> 

I know I have a bunch of others to tend to, AND I'M LATE I'M LATE, 
LATE EOR A VERY IMPORTANT DATE ! But please bare with me as I only 
write during my spare time. XD (and sometimes during work when it's a 
slow day... but don't tell my boss). 

Thank you to all of my reviewers. You guys keep me going. :) 


24. Stepping it Up 

Continuation from the previous chapter 17 - "Wicked Game." It's 
small, so give it a read to refresh your memory! 

Beware of smut, once again... XD you know the drill. Not as explicit 
as some previous ones, though. I think? 

**Summary:** Pervstrid game **strong! **Is Hiccup up to the match? 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>STEPPING IT UP<strong> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"Mornin', son!" Stoick greeted, sitting on his armchair as he 
whittled his axe with a honing stone. On the table, an assortment of 
fruit, cheese, dried meat and bread awaited for them to break their 
fast, along with a small wooden cup of yak milk a mug of 
ale . <p> 

Hiccup groaned as he stretched his arms and back, lazily making his 
way down the staircase with an unsteady gait. "Mhey dad, morn'n," he 
replied with a yawn, rubbing the sleep from his eyes. He flopped on 
his own chair and eyed the food, pondering his choices. Yak milk 
first. He reached for his cup just as his father reached for his 
tankard and, without saying a word, they clanked their mugs 
together . 

"Beautiful day outside!" Stoick beamed as he threw his head back and 
chugged. Hiccup's eyes widened. He choked and nearly spit out his 
milk . 

Oh, Gods. 

"Ye okay, son?" 


Hiccup, coughing and slamming his fist against his chest, managed to 



nod and stammer. "Fine. Wrong pipe!" 


If he hadn't been coughing, his voice would have cracked. He'd seen 
it. Somehow attached to the bottom of his father's tankard was a 
small, carefully folded piece of parchment. 

_**Astrid**_. 

Hiccup stiffened. He shifted uncomfortably in his chair, his appetite 
now gone. He bit his lip and rubbed the back of his head, thinking of 
a million different ways to get his father away from the table. 

"So, Dad," he drummed his fingers nervously upon the brim of his cup. 

"What, uh, was that blueprint you wanted to show mea€l?" 

Stoick's smile widened. He rose from his armchair immediately. "Glad 
to see you're interested! I'll fetch it!" He paced away, rubbing his 
hands together in satisfaction. 

Hiccup almost felt guiltya€l _almost_. Quick as a cat, he retrieved 
the dread-instilling object from the underside of his father's mug 
and shimmied his legs and lap farther beneath the table. It struck 
him as a bad idea to read the tiny parchment while his father was 
there, but curiosity got the best of him. It read: 

**_**Dearest Hiccup. Last night while you were out flying, I 

did to your favourite notebook what I adore doing to your face. And I 

don't mean kissinga€l Or punching. Your quest begins now. 


Quest for what? Oh, Gods. She was doing it againa€ 1 

Stoick's sudden voice made Hiccup jump in his seat. "Are you 
listenin'. Hiccup?" 

Hiccup hadn't even noticed his dad had retaken his spot at the table. 
He swallowed hard. "Yeah urn, dad, urn yeah sorry, I just forgota€ 1 
I'll be _right back_, " he said, fumbling with excuses, clutching the 
startling little item in his hand as he dashed up the staircase to 
his loft. 

He rummaged around in his desk and found the aforementioned booklet 
carefully hidden beneath a pile of paper sheets and drawing sticks. 

He opened it and flipped through the pages; two of them seemed to be 
stuck together. Taking care not to rip them. Hiccup plucked one sheet 
from the othera€ 1 between them, he uncovered another little 
note . 

But before he read it, he stared at the blank pages of the notebook. 
They weren't flat like all the other ones, but wavy; there was a 
noticeable change of colour in some parts. 

Hiccup hesitated. She wouldn't havea€ 1 would she? There was one way 
he could find out. Bringing the notebook up to his nose, he dragged 
in the air. It smelled of fresh parchment, yes; but there was also a 
clear, sweetly aroma clinging to the pages that made his skin prickle 
and the hairs on his neck stand to attention. 

The hairs weren't the only thing willing to stand to attention, 
either. He closed his eyes and buried his face on the marked pages. 



taking in the scent. Gods above help him. Astrid and her crazy, crazy 
gamesa€ 1 This paper read as following. 

**_**Kind Viking**_**, **_**i'm just as playful as my Nadder! 
Are you as Furious as your Night? Search the dragon stables. You know 
where . 

Hiccup all but swatted at the tightness inside his breeches. He 
wouldn't let her little mind games affect him, buta€ 1 at the same 
time, he just couldn't help it. Muttering curses under his breath and 
flinging half-hearted apologies at his father, who stood there 
complaining a€" "But son! The plans! Your food!" a€" he hurried on 
outside the house where Toothless was already sunbathing. 

Apologies were in order. "Bud, I know I promised we'd fly over to the 
other side, but I _really_ have to go somewhere." Toothless gave 
Hiccup a dirty look, but flopped back down on the ground and 
stretched across the pathway, his long tail almost throwing Hiccup 
off his balance. "You did that on purpose! Look, I won't take long, 
okay?" All he got in response was a low rumble. Hiccup shrugged. 
Toothless would get over it. 

By the time Hiccup got to the designated location, he had to wipe the 
sweat that had welled on his forehead. He attempted to look as casual 
as possible, greeting the people with a distracted wave of his hand, 
while he searched for that special little spot he remembered so 
well . 

Hiccup couldn't recall _what _exactly the celebration was about, but 
he remembered dragging Astrid from the Mead Hall, and how giddy 
they'd been as they stumbled into the Dragon Stables unnoticed. He 
remembered the tightness of her grip and the playful smirk on her 
face as she settled down on her knees. He remembered how his fingers 
dragged through the roots of her hair, the hunger that drove her lips 
in insatiable motions around his skin, the faint glower of the 
torchlight that engulfed their half-undressed figures in orange light 
as she brought him into a higher plane of existence. 

His orgasm had shaken him so roughly that he'd made her choke, and in 
the resulting confusion they managed to dirty one of the tapestries 
that hung on the wall beside them. Upon realizing what they'd done, 
they'd laughed like misbehaving children. 

Hiccup now found the tainted drapery. He chuckled at the memory as he 
picked it up. There was another small note attached to the back of 
it . 

**_**My sweet Rider!** **That was a fun night, wasn't it? I 

hope you're as hard as a hammer now. You should follow Gobber's 
advicea€ 1 come pound me while I'm hot. You just need to find me. 

Hurry . **_** : : . ** 

Hammer? Gobber? **Pound**? Oh noa€ 1 not again. 

Hiccup groaned, readjusted his pants, and doubled back. Just a few 
days ago, Astrid had left a rather saucy note smack in the middle of 
Gobber's to-do list and he'd been lucky enough to catch it, but it'd 
been a close call. 


He wished for a cold breeze to blow across the village square. He 



even wished for rain, for _some_ weather condition that would help 
bring down his temperature, but the day was warm and not a gust of 
wind played with the leaves on the trees. The inside of the forge 
only worsened his predicament, but at least he managed to slide 
inside unnoticed, hidden by Grump's sleeping body. 

Hiccup could fell rivulets of sweat sliding down his back and under 
his arms as he dug through all of the paperwork on his desk, but he 
found no note there. He looked in the shelves, inside trinkets and 
flasks, under baskets and boxes, behind the desk and under his stool. 
But there was nothing. He strained his mind, wondering if maybe he 
was missing somethinga€ 1 and thena€ 1 

He peaked through the door of his office and scanned the surrounding 
area, his fingers nervously clutching the side of his door. Maybe 
he'd been looking in the wrong place. Astrid surely was wicked enough 
to think of somewhere hard to reach. Or _something_ hard to get 
to . 

His eyes fell on the rotating unit where they stored Gobber's many 
interchangeable hands. There it was, attached to the very tip of the 
largest hammer-hand his mentor owned. 

This was bad. Hiccup needed a diversion. If Gobber saw him reaching 
up there, he'd want to know _why_, and that would be an uncomfortable 
experience Hiccup wasn't willing to go through. 

He had an idea. 

"Gobber! Good morning!" he greeted his mentor with a solid pat to the 
man's wide back. His voice was loud enough to make Gobber jump, and 
Grump stir in his place. Hiccup stepped sideways. 

"Well! You're up early, aren't you?" The burly Viking pulled the 
visor of his headgear and flashed a toothy smile. "You can help me 
with inventory, then!" Grump lifted his head and sniffed the air. 
Hiccup took another sidelong step, drumming his fingers on his 
thighs . 

"Uh, maybe latera€ 1 " He watched as Gobber returned to his handiwork. 
He heard the flutter of Grump's wings and the sound of the fat dragon 
scraping the ground as its body turned to face them. 

"Sorry, " he whispered under his breath and dodged behind a wooden 
pillar just as the dragon's massive form came hurtling through the 
air, attracted by the dragon nip Hiccup had stuck to the back of 
Gobber's vest. As predicted. Grump landed on the man and lay there in 
a happy haze. 

"Get this thing off me!" Grump barely seemed to notice its person's 
struggle, its tongue lolling outside its mouth and beady eyes fixed 
on some random point in the ceiling. "Hiccup, where are you off to? 
HICCUP ! " 

By then. Hiccup was already outdoors. The Chief's son's guilt only 
lasted for as long as it took him to finally unravel the devious 
letter . 

* *_* *Courageous lover, you've proven your nimble fingers and 
knowing tongue countless times. For each I am thankful. But do you 



* * 


recall the last time you tasted my honey? **_**::. 

The uncalled eloquence of Astrid's writing would have made Hiccup 
laugh, if he wasn't so damn roused. He could even feel his ears 
burning red at the memory. "Frigga, " he whispered to himself, closing 
his eyes and taking a sharp intake of air. Astrid was going to _pay_ 
for this. 

It was Hel, walking through the populace and actually having to stop 
to respond to people, when he felt like his flag might rise inside 
his pants at any given moment. It was difficult _not _to think of all 
the suggestive memories Astrid's little notes evoked. 

The last time he hada€ 1 _' tasted her honey_' , as she'd put it, had 
been in the woods the prior week. Astrid had been training, her 
metallic shoulder pads and fur hood resting on a large stone nearby. 
Hiccup had just decided to pay her a visit, but he'd found himself 
enthralled in her. 

The golden braid whipping over her naked shoulders, loose and damp, 
begging to be unwound and spread around her flustered face. How her 
chest heaved, pulling Hiccup's attention toward the rise of her 
breasts; he could almost guess the heat that was trapped inside her 
shirt. The way her shapely legs moved when she somersaulted, barely 
hidden under the fabric of her leggings, quickly had him wishing he 
could bury himself between her supple thighs. 

It wasn't long at all before he managed to interrupt her session. And 
in between her feeble complaints and his persistent advances, he had 
her cornered against a tree, her leggings down to her knees and his 
face under her skirt. The salt of her sweat mingled with the 
sweetness that had already gushed to her nethers; he drank the 
flowing nectar eagerly, and felt her unravel as she writhed above him 
with a pleased gasp. 

Hiccup allowed the memory to play in the eye of his mind as soon as 
he crossed into the forest. People would rarely be found waltzing 
around in the woods this early in the morning, so the risk of someone 
seeing him carry his _own_ morning wood within his trousers was 
small. He arrived on the location of their latest adventure out in 
the open and looked around, distractedly rubbing at the tightness 
under his belt. 

He'd expected just another note, but was greeted with something far 
nicer. Hanging discretely on a low branch of the tree he had loved 
her against was a small fabric bag. He fished inside it and, along 
with yet another little paper, there was a folded white cloth. His 
eyes widened when he realized what it was. Her underwear. 

Hiccup looked around just out of precaution. Then he pressed the 
cloth to his face and inhaled deeply, lost in the familiar, 
comforting scent. He felt himself throb hotly as he read the 
message . 

**_**My mighty Freyr, these were the ones I was wearing that 
day. If you recall, you pulled them down with your teeth. I haven't 
washed them sincea€l but if I had, where would I do it? 


It took him longer than expected to understand what she meant; blood 



had rushed down to where it was needed and now stubbornly refused to 
draw back up to his brain. Hiccup closed his eyes tightly and, once 
again, breathed in the odour trapped within the fibres of Astrid's 
undergarment. Tension had already built up dangerously down south, so 
maybe it would be best if he just took care of himself first. 

But no. He needed to take revenge from her torture, and it would feel 
all the sweetest if he took her on as raw as he was at this moment. 
Hiccup just thanked the gods he was wearing a long tunic, as his 
throbbing appendage refused to settle down. 

His next stop was the backyard of her house, near the shed where 
Stormfly usually slept. There, the Hoffersons had a wide wooden 
container where they would scrub their smallclothes clean. People 
found it easier to wash their underwear closest to home, but the 
bigger articles of clothing were usually washed in the nearest 
river . 

Hiccup _hoped_ he didn't have to go to the river. He'd probably just 
jump in and whip his frustrations off into the water once and for 
all . 

But he didn't find anything. He looked and looked, even inside 
Stormfly 's shed, but saw nothing. It was driving him insane. Hiccup 
groaned loudly, unwilling to give up but verily aggravated, and then 
something dropped straight on his head. 

"Hey! What the fu a€"" He stared at the white bar of soap that lay on 
the ground, dumbfounded. Then he looked up. He still managed to catch 
a glimpse of blonde hair retreating from the upper window of the 
house, and he could have _sworn_ he heard Astrid giggle. 

His face almost fell. She was in her house? He had to whisk her off 
somewhere and have his way with her. He couldn't just walk inside, 
greet her parents and then jump her in her bed! 

Could he? 

In any case. Hiccup had no other choice. She didn't seem to be 
willing to pop from the window again, and calling out to her would 
bring far too much attention to himself. He would just have to walk 
to the front door, and a€" 

Suddenly, something dropped in the air right in front of him. It 
startled him so much that he had to clamp his hands over his mouth 
not to yelp. 

"You've _gotta_ be kidding me." Hiccup tugged at the makeshift rope 
suspiciously. It was a series of small blankets and cloths tied 
together, hanging from her bedroom's window. 

"I can't even believe I'm doing this," he hissed as he grabbed the 
rope and hoisted himself up, putting all of his strength on what 
muscles he had in his arms. "This is ridiculous." When he finally 
fell through Astrid's window, panting, he was welcomed with the sound 
of her soft giggles. 


"Welcome, o brave Dragon Rider!" The amusement in her voice did 
nothing to soothe his aggravation. 



It should be taken into account that Hiccup had fully intended to 
reprimand her for treating him in such a way. It was his full 
intention to scold her and to tell her he'd never play her little 
games again and that he was, in fact, going to leave straight away 
because this was absolutely no way to treat her caring 
boyfriend . 

But then, he saw her. Wearing nothing but a thin linen night tunic, 
so slight that he could read every curve of her body beneath it, she 
moved with the sunlight and took his breath away. Astrid shouldn't be 
allowed to wear clothes. 

She danced around him, and for whatever reason Hiccup could have 
sworn her feet hadn't touched the ground. Instead, she glided over it 
like the buttery light pouring from the window. "Aren't you going to 
stand up?" 

"I'm already up," was his reply; he smiled wickedly when she 
understood what he meant. In all honesty, he'd basically been 'up' 
ever since his 'quest' began. 

Astrid held her breath as he pushed himself off the ground, her eyes 
dropping below his midriff. "I can see that." Her eyelashes fluttered 
maddeningly as she approached him, her lips playfully forming an 
almost demure smile. But he could read her intentions; the seductive 
sway of her hips and the sharpness of her nipples under the gown 
couldn't possibly go unnoticed. 

In any case, she didn't waste any time. Lacing her hands around his 
neck, she stood on her toes and firmly planted her lips on his. She 
teased him with the promise of her tongue, her breath hot and sharp 
against his open mouth, but she drew back almost immediately. 

Hiccup didn't know why he didn't follow her right away. His gaze was 
riveted to her as she slowly lowered herself to the fur-lined bed, 
her eyes predatory. 

"Uha€ 1 Your parents?" His heartbeat quickened. He could feel his 
stifled hardness begging for release. 

"They won't be home until after lunch." She leaned back, drawing the 
gown up her thighs with deliberate provocativeness. Then she pulled 
her knees up to her chin and lifted her feet up in the air, fully 
revealing her sex to him in all of its pink, plump glory. "Your 
rewarda€ 1 for playing." 

Hiccup's pulse beat drastically in his chest as he undid his clothes 
and nearly stumbled on his own legs, such was his hurry to untangle 
himself from the wretched restraints. 

Her smile was so devious, so smug, that it only drove him wilder. She 
_knew_ she'd succeeded in driving him up the wall, she knew he'd been 
restless with desire ever since he read the very first note. 

"I'll get you back for this," he growled as he took her bare leg and 
kissed her soft calf. Her toes curled delightfully into the air as 
his lips burned a pathway down her leg, upon the sensitive skin of 
her thigh. "Mark my word." 


She gasped when his lips dove to her centre. "You bettera€ 1 keep that 



promisea€ 1 " 


He needn't dedicate himself to the task for long; she was already 
sleek with want when he began his ministrations. Knowing this made 
Hiccup smile. Judging by the warmth and wetness, she had probably 
been fingering herself as she waited for hima€ 1 

He heard her groan in objection when he pulled his face away from her 
damp folds, but it turned into a yelp the moment he pushed her thighs 
apart and, unceremoniously, entered her without another say. 

Gods, the warmth of her was indescribable. Her legs locked around his 
rear and buried him even deeper inside, and she stood on her elbows 
so her lips could reach his collarbone. When his rhythm became more 
intense, she hid her face against his neck and let out a long, husky 
wail, her fingers gripping the furs of her bed desperately. 

The music of their lovemaking played in the air, unaffected by the 
hubbub of the village outside her window. The bed creaked with each 
thrust of his hips against her. She gasped with abandonment at every 
single stroke, wildly lost in pleasure. His own breath came out 
ragged and coarse, in shuddering pants that threatened to turn into 
growls . 

He pressed down on her, pushing her farther down on the bed. Just as 
right; her elbows probably wouldn't have held up much longer. Every 
bit of her body felt weak, as all the strength she had was building 
up a mighty tension in her core. 

Hiccup was too close. He needed to slow down. He kissed her cheeks, 
her forehead, her nose, before stealing a wet kiss from her open 
mouth. He stopped thrusting, instead moving with a tormenting grind 
of his hips against hers, and sucked on her lower lip 
passionately . 

He became entirely still and pulled his head back. He wanted to see 
her. He wanted to etch the dazed look on her face into his memory. 
Reacting to the absence of movement, Astrid desperately rocked 
herself against him with a shaky whimper. Her upper body was still 
covered, but there was something so arousing about being able to tell 
the lines of her perky breasts underneath. 

He allowed her to writhe under him for a little longer. He watched 
with satisfaction as she arched her back to bring herself to him, 
before he finally set back into a steady pace. 

Astrid' s lips were parted and her eyes closed shut. Hiccup could feel 
her clenching up around his length, her body trembling under his 
weight. He watched as the mounds of flesh under the thin gown swayed 
gently, mesmerized by the eroticism of such a subtle detail. 

Emotion swelled in his chest, just as he felt his head go lighter and 
his body grow hotter, and hotter, and _hotter_. . . "You're beautiful," 
he whispered, his voice filled with equal parts of love and 
admiration. Her shattering cry thrilled him, and he could hold back 
no longer. The intensity of their almost simultaneous release had 
them breathless and shaking in each other's arms, spent and 
sated . 

"Stay with me, " she begged, wrapping her arms around her back and 



pulling his chest down upon hers. The weight of him was comforting 
and peaceful, intimate and fulfilling as the warmth from his damp 
skin. "I feel so weight lessa€ 1 if you stand up. I'll float 
away . " 

Hiccup chuckled sheepishly into her hair, kissing her temple. "You're 
feeling really poetic today." 

"I spent the whole night dreaming about you. I was inspired." She 
nipped at his shoulder, her lips sending shivers of searing heat all 
over his body. 

He felt so sensitive, still. It was as if her voice alone swept 
caresses upon his skin. Just as soon as the afterglow of his orgasm 
began to dim, he felt a renewed flame rising within. 

Astrid steeled herself against him. Her brow furrowed as she shifted 
tentatively and let out a little gasp. "Are youa€ 1 still 
hard? " 

"Well, you did step up your game, didn't you? Now I'm stepping up 
mine." With one swift movement. Hiccup pulled himself out of her and 
grabbed her left leg, swinging it over his head. Astrid squeaked, in 
delight and surprise, as he grabbed her by the waist and flipper her 
over. Then he sat upon her thighs, straddling her from behind. 

"Dragon rider, coming through!" 

Astrid' s laughter was soon wrenched into a gasp. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>END<p> 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


><p>Hope you've enjoyed it! Now... I seriously need to have Hiccup 
take a proper revenge on Astrid, don't I?<p> 

Don't forget to review or send me cookies if you liked it. :p it 
makes me happy . ~ 


25. Indiscrete Letters 

Many of you seemed to enjoy chapters **17** and **24** 's little 
storyline - Pervstrid and her crazy medieval-version of sexting. Some 
requested Stoick finding out about this and, well... here we 
are ! 

Hope you enjoy! 

**Summary:** Hiccup's in for a bit of a nasty surprise with his 
father, thanks to Astrid' s crazy little messaging game. 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


><pXstrong> Indiscrete Letters<strong> 



><p>"Hey dad, I was looking for you! I have to a€" uh, dad?" Hiccup 
stopped dead in his tracks. The piercing gaze of his father brushed 
him up and down a€" suddenly Hiccup felt like he was 14 again, and it 
was as if he'd manage to set the Great Hall on fire. Something was 
<em>terribly wrong<em> . Gobber stood by Stoick's side, trying to 
maintain a serious face when, clearly, all he wanted to do was burst 
out laughing. 

The two of them looked as different as night and day. 

Hiccup cleared his throat. "S- something wrong?" He looked between 
his father and his mentor, their stiff shoulders and squinting eyes 
indicating that he'd clearly interrupted _something_ important. 

"Guess I'll, uha€ 1 just come back later, y'know." 

He didn't even manage a step backwards when his father's low, 
menacing voice pinned him in place. "You're not going anywhere. Sit." 
One huge hand pointed at a chair near their dining table. Seeing that 
Hiccup didn't comply, Stoick opened his other hand to reveal a small 
paper, folded in a very specific waya€ 1 Hiccup felt his heart jump to 
his throat. "We need to talk about **this**. Sit." 

This time Hiccup complied, sinking down on the chair with wide eyes 
and restless legs. Gobber shrugged apologetically, and that's when 
Hiccup knew how his father had come across the dirty little evidence. 
"Thanks a lot," he spat at his betraying mentor. 

"This isn't Gobber 's doing, son." Stoick moved over to him, like a 
dragon about to pounce on its prey. "It's _your_ doing. And 
Astrid ' s . " 

There was no escaping. Hiccup didn't even want to _read_ the paper; 
knowing Astrid, he didn't doubt how explicit the contents of the tiny 
letter were. All he wanted was a hole to crawl into and hide out. 
Maybe within a decade they'd forget he ever even existed and he'd be 
able to come out in public again. But for now, all he could do was 
feel his ears burn miserably. 

Hiccup shifted uncomfortably, his legs dancing nervously in front of 
him, as his father took a seat on the huge armchair. Stoick leaned 
forward over the table, inspecting his son with pursed lips and 
furrowed brows . 

Even Gobber 's breathing hitched. 

Then, Stoick exhaled so hard that the little folded paper jumped and 
flitted about on the table. Hiccup wished he could burn it. The 
temperature of his ears probably would. 

"Are ye usin' protection?" Suddenly, Stoick looked just about as 
uncomfortable as Hiccup felt. 

"Uh." Hiccup blinked, his eyebrows arched. He focused his gaze on a 
particularly interesting hole in the wall. "Yep." His throat was as 
dry as it could get . 

Stoick nodded, the creases around his eyes easing somewhat. "Good, 
good. Era€ 1 what kind?" 


Hiccup cleared his itching throat. "The herbs." Eor whatever reason 



he felt like he needed to add, "and sometimes we know we can't, uha€ 1 
go alla€l the way." His voice cracked. At least, he noted with some 
sick sense of satisfaction, his father's ears were as red as his 
own . 

Stoick merely nodded again; a wide movement of his head and 
shoulders, like he was rocking on the armchair. Very much like his 
son, he drummed his fingers on the surface of the table. "Alright 
then." His eyes lingered on the little paper, still sitting there in 
all its apparent innocence. "Well, ita€ 1 seems like she's enjoyin' 
it, eh?" 

Unable to reply. Hiccup merely shrugged. Then he nodded, much in the 
same way as Stoick. 

Gobber was red in the face, but not for the same reasons as the other 
two men. He looked as if he wasn't capable of holding in his laughter 
in for much longer. 

The Chief smacked his lips and wrinkled his nose. "When did ye 
start ? " 

"Dad. Please. No." Hiccup tried protesting, but his father's gaze 
wouldn't break. He sighed. "Over a year ago." 

"You're marryin' this girl, right?" It wasn't a question. 

Even so. Hiccup stammered. "Ssssssomedaya€ 1 Yeah." 

"An' if those herbs don't work, an' somethin' happensa€ 1 " 

Hiccup threw his hands in the air, baring his palms. "Straight 
away . " 

"Before the belly pops out, eh?" Gobber piped in, the most ridiculous 
smirk on his face. 

"We don't want any problems now, do we?" Stoick sniffed, looking a 
little more pleased. 

"Nope. No problems. None at all!" 

"Glad we got that settled. Oha€ 1 and another thing," Stoick 's face 
twisted into a scowl. He remembered how awkward this very 
conversation had been with his father, decades ago. "If ye need to 
talk abouta€ 1 ye knowa€ 1 **manly**a€l thingsa€ 1 an' womena€ 1 " 

Hiccup groaned painfully, his foot shuffling on the floorboard as he 
made to stand up. "**no**I No. I meana€ 1 I'm fine. I don'ta€l era€ 1 
Can I go now?" 

Stoick' s booming laughter echoed with a strong vibration. He stood 
and walked over to his son, slapping a hammer-like hand on the boy's 
shoulder. "Go on, then!" 

Gobber had never seen Hiccup run away with as much dedication as he 
did now. "The pride of Berk, eh, Stoick?" He teased, lurching over to 
the little paper on the table and carefully unfolding it again. "We 
sure got him right. Told ye I thought somethin' was up." 



Stoick chortled despite himself. "My boy's a man now, Gobber. It's 
time we celebrate. To the Mead Hall!" 

Astrid's handwriting, perfect and pretty and feminine, formed the 
following words: 

Thanks for the saddle enhancements, babe! I'll repay you with 
kisses. Love you. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>END<p> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Oops . Someone got bamboozled! Let's just hope Stoick doesn't 
embarrass anyone during dinner time... *wink wink*<p> 


26. Little Things - pt 2 

Hi, guys! I know it's not an update from the latest antics with 
Pervstrid and her little letters game (you guys seemed to like that 
XD) , but I thought I'd give you guys a little more Hiccstrid stuff to 
skim through until I get to it. No _actual_ smut here. ; ) 

Since some of you enjoyed the little headcanon/drabbles snippets (see 
chapter 23!) I decided to post some more. These are of Hiccup and 
Astrid. None of them contain spoilers. 

Let me know how you feel about these. I have more to post, but I 
thought it would be too much to keep them all in the same document. 
Besides, the other ones contain spoilers, so I'll wait a bit more 
before posting them. If you follow me on Tumblr, you've probably 
already read these... unless you're distracted. :p 

Which one's your favourite? Let me know! 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


><pXstrong>Litt le Things - Part 2<strong> 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


><p><spanXstrong>FORMAL<strong> 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


xp>If there's one thing Hiccup really, really hates, it's 
formalities. He can stick with a plan or a blueprint to a complex 
design, but when it comes to all thea€ 1 political mambo-jambo his 
father wants him to memorize, his mind suddenly finds itself unable 
to focus. <p> 

Stoick rambles on about the traditional ways. The formal handshake. 
The formal curteous nod. The formal garbs. The formal cutlery. The 
formal stance. 


Hiccup slouches, he picks up the wrong knife, he forgets some vest 
he's meant to wear, he tilts his head the wrong way and he always 



forgets when he's the one who's meant to extend his hand out 
first . 


"One day, when I'm Chief," he whispers to his father after a 
particularly long meeting, "Everyone can eat with their hands and 
dress in rotten cabbage leaves for all I care." 

Stoick laughs. "I'd like to see _that!_ I'd wear pants made of 
cabbages myself. But fresh onesa€ 1 these meetings already stink 
enough . " 

They laugh together. Thankfully, in their own home, the time for 
formalities was long gone. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><spanXstrong>INVENT<strong> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Hiccup isn't a romantic man, but at least he's creative. <p> 

He comes up with so many different gadgets and contraptions. He's 
always bubbling with new ideas for improvements, for adjustments, for 
changes. Hiccup's devices and plans are practical and they serve one 
purpose: to make life in Berk easier. More comfortable. More 
dynamic . 

He always seeks to find a better way of doing things. Everything 
around him is in a constant process of change; he never truly claims 
one of his creations is finished or that it won't need any more 
retouches. It's a neverending cycle of creativity, and he gladly 
accepts it. 

It's his lif e . 

He might not be the man who comes up with wild gestures of grandeur, 
or who showers his beloved with extravagant displays of emotion. He 
loves, and he feels, but he'll not make a spectacle out of it. 

It's funny, actually. In the end, he always invents a new way of 
showing his love. It's the small gestures a€" the ones he barely puts 
any thought into a€" that really showcase the passion he feels 
within . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><spanXstrong>MAPPING<strong> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


xp>There was no denying Astrid had a soft spot for Hiccup's hands. 
They were constantly moving, never standing still. <p> 

Hiccup waved his hands in the air when he talked, in gestures that 
spoke as much as his own words did. He distractedly fidgeted with his 
clothes or whatever object he held while he was lost in thought. He 
had a tendency to scratch his head if nervous, or to rub the back of 
his neck if sore. 



She liked to watch him sow clothing or saddles. She admired his 
finesse when carving into wood or handling steel. His hands seemed to 
move as if guided by magic when he worked on his drawings, and he 
always wore a focused look a€" eyes scanning the horizon, drinking in 
every aspect of an unknown landscape a€" when he sketched newfound 
territories into his map. 

Hiccup had a penchant for creating blueprints and charts, a precision 
and care that very few others could match, driven by his desire to 
uncover all of the secrets that lay within the vast area of the 
Barbaric Archipelago, and beyond. 

A different desire motivated him when they were alone together. With 
his fingertips he roamed the surface of her skin; every touch was 
made to count, every caress meticulously intended. When they lay 
together, spent and panting and dizzyingly happy, his dank fingers 
would always seek to intertwine with hers. 

In absolute silence and utter devotion. Hiccup took to mapping 
Astrid's body in his mind, yearning to memorize every detail 
underneath her clothes. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><spanXstrong>DISAGREEMENT<strong> 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


><p>When Vikings have disagreements to solve, they usually resort to 
the same, age-old methods: an axe fight to the end, or a mace fight 
to the end. The occasional brawl using smelly codfish to smack the 
opponent senseless is also acceptable. If you manage to pull that one 
to the end, you're sure to gain notoriety for your fish-wielding 
skills . <p> 

It's just the viking way to deal with these things: fight it out. 
Preferably with weapons. Don't forget to call people so they can 
watch and cheer and drink afterwards, ((everyone enjoys a proper 
viking funeral)) 

Even between husband and wife, such are the preferred ways to handle 
any marital crisis. The weaponry usualy consists in heavy 
kitchenwear, however, or anything blunt. 

But Hiccup isn't your ordinary Viking. Despite now being fully 
integrated among his people, this was all due to the way their own 
society changed; all thanks to him. He didn't really change his 
methods . 

Some of his action courses are still viewed as different, of course. 
But instead of having a negative stigma attached to them, people 
actually regard these with a certain fondness. "It's a Hiccup thing," 
they'll say, and they'll smile and move along. 

Even Astrid, who used to be such a great advocat for upholding their 
customs and traditions, grew to adhere to her boyfriend's 
ideals . 


When they were children, she would handle any dispute with him 
through the goold old Viking practices. Little Astrid adored her axe. 



Little Hiccup hated it. 


But nowa€ 1 unlike the other married couples, they tend to resolve 
their disagreements through word of mouth a€" including angry kisses 
and wordless moans a€" and their only physical strifes consist in 
rough caresses and heated thrusts. When there are no more arguments 
left to be spoken, they quarrel with naked bodies and trembling lips, 
until the issue is either forgotten amidst the passion or softened 
with tenderness. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><spanXstrong>ART<strong> 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


><p>Hiccup wouldn't really call himself an artist per se. He was 
talented in drawing a€" mostly schematics and plans, blueprints and 
maps. Dragons and animals he could handle. <p> 

But people? He struggled. It was so difficult for him to translate 
the little details on a person's stance, their exact expression, the 
textures of their clothes and hair or the liveliness in their 
eyes . 

Especially when it came to drawing Astrid. He would try countless 
times; to draw her from memory, for himself. A way to keep her 
close . 

More often than not, when he found himself bored and with pencil and 
paper in hand, his drawing sheets would be covered in countless 
little Night Furies and smiling, feminine figures with attempted 
braids . 

He thought himself incapable of capturing the detailed wonders of the 
human face. 

But when he held his firstborn for the very first time, he fell 
speechless for a while. Stunned, as he admired the bundle in his 
arms. His breath caught. No words would suffice for the wonder he 
felt, no painting could do justice to this tiny, flawless little 
face. Even as his eyes brimmed with mist, he marvelled at the rosy 
pink lips and the puffy soft cheeks, the softness of the red hair and 
eyelashes, the little nails atop delicate fingers that wrapped up 
around his thumb. 

He kissed his wife's moist brow and cradled the little one against 
his chest. "She's a work of art." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><spanXstrong>RECIPE<strong> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


xp>Hiccup closed the door of his home behind him, effectively 
blocking out the noise and light from outside. He was tired. He was 
hungry. And he was, above all else, fed up with all the noise people 
made. He just wanted to stay home and rest.<p> 



Astrid greeted him with a smile and grabbed the boiling pot from 
within the hearth at the center of their marital home. Hiccup 
stiffened; was she trying to cook? 

Warily, he watched her take the boiled potatoes, one by one, out of 
the searing water with a utensil. She put a cloth over them. 

And then, she began to punch the potatoes. 

Toothess, who lay lazily on the floor near the crib where the baby 
slept, opened one eye at the commotion. Hiccup made a face; but the 
dragon just shrugged and smiled. 

Hiccup cleared his throat. "Good evening. Milady. You, uha€ 1 " He 
hesitated. But she kept punching more potatoes. He had to know. "What 
are you doing?" 

"I'm cooking, silly!" She placed the abused potatoes on a platter. 
"It's my own recipe. Come on. Toothless. Light me up!" 

The Night Fury rose from the ground and stretched. He nosed the crib; 
it began to rock with a gentle motion, but the baby did not stir. 
Toothless pranced to the division of their wide house that was the 
kitchen and, softly, blew a fire inside the stone oven. 

A stone oven that basically only Gobber used when he came over. 
Precisely because, hey, nobody else in their house had much of a hand 
in the kitchen. 

"They're called punched potatoes," Astrid said as she carefully 
tucked each one into the fire. When she was done, she walked over to 
her husband and laced her hands around his neck, and her lips around 
his mouth. 

Toothless gave out a disgusted groan as the couple climbed up the 
stairs to the loft where they slept. Hiccup thought to himself a€" he 
daren't say it a€" that it was good he worked up an appetite before 
facing one of Astrid' s meals. 

Hiccup was still flustered when he sat down at the table and speared 
a potato with his fork. It looked golden and soft, drizzled with hot 
olive oil and speckled with carefully minced bits of garlic. 

He was surprised they weren't charred. 

"Whoah. This is actually pretty good! Well done," he said as he 
chewed with pleasure. It was really good. Nothing she ever made 
tasted good, in all honestya€ 1 except for her breast milk. But that 
was a whole other matter. 

He nearly choked on his food when her fist connected to his arm. 

"What do you mean, '_actually' good?_" 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><spanXstrong>SNOGGLETOG<strong> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The people of Berk became used to not having their dragons around 



during Snoggletog. Very few breeds remained, as most of them flew 
away to breed and hatch their young in the days prior to the yearly 
celebration . <p> 

Because of this, people learned to put up the Snoggletog decoration 
earlier than usual. It was easier to decorate with the dragons 
around, and this way they could spend some holiday-themed good times 
with their fire-breathing companions. 

Of course, the one person who got a fair trade out of this whole 
business was Astrid. She did miss Stormfly, on one hand, but on the 
other this was always a€" always a€" a good excuse to go flying along 
with her boyfriend. 

"But I haven't flown since Stormfly lefta€ 1 can I go with you 
guys ? " 


How could Hiccup refuse her pleading blue eyes, or the warm lips 
pressed against his cheeks and ears? And as the days were rather 
chilly, it was always nice to feel her wrapped up around his midriff, 
her chest pressed up against his back and her chin resting warmly 
over his shoulder. 

They were each other's comfort against the cold, year after year 
after year. Every Snoggletog eve they would fly together, the three 
of them. Even when Astrid' s belly required caution, even as their 
bones became brittle and frail with age. 

It was their own little holiday tradition. 
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><p><spanXstrong>CASTLE<strong> 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


><p>Hiccup remembered, with nostalgic fondness, the days when his 
father would bring him down to the beach to build sand castles. More 
often than not, he was left in the care of another parent; a Chief is 
a very busy person, after all.<p> 

All the children had the same behaviour: they built their tiny 
fortresses out of sand, and then kicked them down. 

"It's a dragon raid! Oh Gods, my house!" And the little sand castles 
would be scattered to the wind, reduced back to nothing by the feet 
of small children. 

It was all they knew. The dragons came, and they took their homes 
down. Burned them to the ground along with all their belongings, all 
their memories. Children didn't grow attached to their homes; they 
couldn't. Very few could claim the luxury. 

To them, their homes were not a safe haven. They were a place to take 
cover and hide, but as soon as fire began to lick at the furniture 
and walls, it was time to run for a safer place. That was their 
reality . 


One day, they all gathered together and built an enormous thing; it 
was enormous to them, of course. They were small. 



"The Great Hall, " Astrid announced once the imposing building was 
complete a€" a clump of sand with crevices and some form of added 
clumpy structures, with a staircase of sorts. It was their 
masterpiece. "The dragons won't win!" 

They played around it. Some pretended to be dragons, others were 
Vikings bravely standing up to the winged beasts, fending them off 
one by one from destroying the stronghold that held in their island 
for centuries. 

The weather changed suddenly; the light around them dimmed and a cold 
wind sent shivers down their spines. It wasn't clouds blocking out 
the sun a€" dragons had decided to strike during the day. 

Hiccup remembered being whisked away in someone's arms. He remembered 
Astrid screaming her call to arms, with her little voice and her 
small fists clawing at the air. He remembered Fishlegs screaming, he 
remembered Tuffnut crying, he remembered watching in horror as a 
Monstrous Nightmare landed on their stronghold made of sand and 
thrashed it into the ground. 

To the three and four year olds, it was a jarring experience. But 
they were Vikings, after all, and within the week they were back in 
the sand bringing more castles and houses and Great Halls to life in 
their imaginations. They were taught to endure, if they wanted to 
survive in this harsh world. If the dragons took their buildings 
down, they would rebuild everything as soon as possible. 

But time has a funny way of changing everything... 

Hiccup smiled widely, now. He watched this new generation a€" his 
children, and those of his companions a€" build sand castles just 
like he had, over two decades ago. 

No beast ever came to blow these construct ions to the sand. The 
little ones didn't pretend to be dragons attacking houses; they 
couldn't re-enact horrors they never came to know. Their homes were 
their sanctuaries. 

In a way, knowing this brought him a sense of comfort. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><spanXstrong>CHIEF MEET<strong> 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


><p>As a small child. Hiccup would often hide a€" under the table or 
behind the thick draperies a€" hoping to pass unseen from the eyes of 
the large adults as they gathered for their meetings. Usually the 
tribesmen were loud and sometimes disorderly, but his father would 
always be there to put them into place and restore order. <p> 

He particularly remembered one time, when he was six a€" it was a 
meeting of Chiefs from various tribes, and it lasted for hours. They 
drank and talked and yelled and whispered, they argued plans and 
treaties, they spoke of uniting their peoples and warring. 


Hiccup didn't understand most of the conversations that were being 



held, but he did have quite a grasp on many of the subjects. He 
remember being caught and dragged back home, more often than not, and 
he remembered interrogating his father about things a small child 
shouldn't be discussing. 

He remembered looking at Stoick The Vast a€" as the man and Chief, 
not as his father a€" standing tall and strong among the other 
clansmen and leaders. It made him feel so small in comparison. 

It made him wish that he could, someday, inspire this much awe in 
someone else. He wanted to be like him. 

Now, as he catches his own daughter hiding under the tables or behind 
draperies in the Great Hall during meetings, he looks into those 
bright green eyes of hers a€" the eyes of his father staring right 
back at him behind red lashes a€" and wonders what she thinks of 
him. 

He wonders what kind of effect he will have over his daughter, 
destined to be the next leader of their Tribe. 

He pulls her to his arms and kisses her forehead. She laughs, and 
suddenly the small sound drowns out the calls of other men and other 
Chiefs in the background. 

"Some day, little one, you'll sit beside me at this very table. Then 
when the time comes, you will sit on my placeaC 1 And if the Gods 
spare me some kindness, I will be the one sitting by your side." She 
smiles at him, bringing her little arms around his neck. Holding on 
to her, he prays that he'll be able to guide her through every step 
of this long wayaC 1 

He then tickles her belly and loudly kisses her forehead a hundred 
times before setting her back on the cobblestone floor and ushering 
her away. "But for now a€" it's dinner time! Go to your mom." 
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><p><spanXstrong>DUTY<strong> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Astrid stood in front of the long mirror, brushing her golden 
hair with a silver-plated comb before weaving it into complex plaits. 
She could see Hiccup's reflection when he entered the bedroom. Both 
remained silent for a moment, contemplating each other through the 
mirror image . <p> 

"I like that dress," he said calmly, approaching her with unmasked 
reverence. His hands went to rest on her shoulders, but didn't stay 
there for long. 

"Don't you have a meeting soon?" Her voice was low, hushed as her 
husband kneaded his fingers into her lower back. 

"It's in twenty minutes," he smiled against the nape of her neck and 
nibbled her earlobe, just enough to send cold shivers running through 
her arms. "You can still change clothes." His lips grazed her jawline 
before settling on her growing pulse. 



"Hmm, " she closed her eyes. His hands circled her waistline with a 
slow, languorous motion before settling just under her navel. "Why 
would I change? You said you liked this dress." 

The kiss he planted on the exposed skin of her collarbone resounded 
with a loud smack. "I do. Milady. I love ita€ 1 " Astrid gasped when 
Hiccup's hands crushed her flush against him. He ground his hips 
against her rear for good measure. **"a€lthis** much." 

"Oh, " she shuddered as he fisted the skirt of her dress, pulling it 
up her legs with undeniable urgency. She could feel him growing 
against her bare skin, while he worked to unlace the front of her 
dress . 

"I don't think," he said, planting stray kisses on her temple, "you 
should wear crumpled clothes, " the last piece of silk unravelled from 
its embroidery, "to such an important meeting." His hands were hot on 
her skin as he cupped her breasts, his breath jagged and 
wild . 

"You're right," Astrid hissed when he pinched her slightly. Their 
passion fogged up the mirror, she noted; her gripping fingers left 
trails across the moisture on the glassy surface as she steadied 
herself against their reflection. "And neither should you." 

Hiccup understood the insinuation. His heavy fur cloak crumpled to 
the floor with a muted thud, his linen tunic followed suit. "Even if 
my clothes look like crap, who caresa€ 1 I'm the Cha€" 


"Chief! " 

Someone was knocking outside. Hiccup stiffened against Astrid. Then 
he frowned when the knock sounded again. And again. 

"Chief Hiccup, we need you at the table!" It was one of his men's 
voice. Hoark, maybe? 

Hiccup placed a rushed peck on his wife's cheek before stomping over 
to the other side of the chambers, bare-chested and all, muttering 
under his breath something about removing the man's hand if he rapped 
upon the wooden door one more time. 

He opened it just enough for their voices to pass back and 
forth . 

**"What."** There was an unusual bite in Hiccup's voice. "It's still 
early . " 

Hoark hesitated a little before speaking. He wasn't used to finding 
his young Chief in a temper. 

"They've called upon you, to oversee the expansion plans to 
theaC"" 

Hiccup's voice was calm and collected when he answered. "BAnel knows 
the plans. Tell him to brief the rest of you. I'll be there when it's 
time. _Don't._ Knock." 


The wood clicked in place gently, leaving the confused man to weigh 



his options. A moment passed before Hoark decided not to knock again, 
but still he insisted on his missive. "But, Chief! It's your 
duty ! " 

The door creaked open one last time, and now Hiccup's freckled 
shoulders appeared as he poked his head through the frame. 

"You know what else is my chiefly duty?" Hiccup nodded, gesturing at 
Hoark to step closer. "It's **providing an heir**," he whispered at 
the stunned man before shutting the door with a final slam. 

•:k ^ ^ 


><p>END<p> 
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><p>I was thinking of reorganizing some of the oneshots, since 
there's a few of them that are supposed to be connected, or are 
continuations from ones to the others. When i first started this 
thing, I was just thinking of posting them as I wrote them out and 
leaving them in chronological order, instead of actually making 
sequences with the storylines, but maybe I should be a little more 
organised about them.<p> 

Also, maybe I gathered way too many little drabbles into one place. 
Was this too long? 

What do you guys think? 


27. Romantic Flight 

Since I don't realy have anything new to upload, aside from some 
drabbles I still haven't posted here, I've decided to publish this 
one . 

It was a request I got in Tumblr; I was asked for a _Romantic Flight 
_kind of scene, but with their 20 year old versions, and. . . 
well . 

Please don't read unless you've watched HTTYD2 . Reviews are much 
appreciated . : ) 

■jk" "jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Romant ic Flight<strong> 

■jk" "jk" ■jk" 


><p>The Mead Hall echoed with the chants and the talk of men, the 
clanking of mugs, the sound of fists hitting tables and of feet 
pounding the stony floor. It was noisy a€" as with any feast in Berk. 
But Hiccup's mind wasn't in feasting or singing or dancing. It wasn't 
in drinking a€" despite the many people who insisted he drink toast 
after toast. <p> 

He felt _captivated_ by Astrid. 

The way she danced and jumped, twisting like a cat, spinning with 



grace among the tribesmen. Hiccup wanted nothing more than to pull 
her to his lap and rest his head on her shoulder and. . . the _other_ 
things he would like to do to her weren't appropriate in 
public . 

Much less for a young Chief such as himself. 

Astrid caught his eye, then, and for a moment they locked gazes. She 
stopped dancing and pushed through the crowd, all but swaying toward 
him. "Are you alright?" She asked sweetly, one hand resting upon his 
shoulder . 

He wasn't. "I'm fine. But Toothless needs some fresh air." The Night 
Fury perked up, then. He nudged Hiccup's hands with his snout, green 
eyes still blinking away the sleepiness. 

Astrid nodded as she stroked Toothless' chin. Hiccup noted the 
delicate arc of her eyebrows, the delightful swell of her lips. He 
wanted to grab her by the waist and _bite_ them. 

"You can take him out in a flight, you know." She turned her head to 
watch the people behind her. "I doubt half of them would notice, and 
the other half's too tanked-up to care." To prove her point, she sat 
on his lap and flung her arm over his neck, kissing his cheek 
noisily. Nobody seemed to even bat an eye. 

"Oh." Hiccup's eyes swept the Hall in an attempt to register any 
curious faces. There were none. He _could_ go outside and fly, 
tonight. Forget about all his responsibilities and problems and feel 
the wind in his heart. _Finally_. 

Toothless already bounded around the couple. _Let ' s go, let's go, 
let's go_ he seemed to say, suddenly vibrant. 

"Come with me." Hiccup rested his face against her arm and breathed 
in her honeyed, familiar scent. 

"Are you sure? Wouldn't you rather a€" " 

"I miss you." His word was final. With a nod and a small peck to his 
cheek, Astrid stood from his lap and casually took his hand, guiding 
him around the dancing folk. The Great Hall's doorway closed behind 
the three of them without anyone saying a word. 

Hiccup was quick to get on the saddle. "I thought they'd make a fuss 
about me leaving." 

Astrid climbed on immediately after him; her arms gladly took their 
place around his midriff as she pulled him into a hug from behind. 
"You're not that big of a deal," she joked, pressing her nose against 
Hiccup's neck as Toothless hoisted them into the air. 

"You're right," Hiccup drawled, amused. "I'm just your Chief. Who 
cares what I'm up to, anyway?" 

Astrid chuckled. "They saw me with you; they know I'm keeping you in 
line . " 


"Oh, really? So now I need a babysitter?" 



"When have you _not_ needed one? Right, Toothless?" She patted the 
dragon's shoulder caringly. He warbled and bobbed his head, tongue 
lolling freely in the wind. 

"Ha _ha_. Very funny, you two." Despite the teasing. Hiccup found 
great solace on having Astrid's chest rested against his back, just 
as much as he did in the distance the black wings put between them 
and the ground beneath. 

Soon enough. Toothless carried them over the sea. Its surface 
shimmered in shades of silver, as if it were a giant lake made of 
precious metal, deep blue sapphires engraved upon its flowing 
surface. Light poured generously from the full moon, languidly 
engulfing the vastness of the ocean with a delicate, almost ethereal 
atmosphere. It was like being inside an endless mirror. 

For a moment. Hiccup almost forgot how to breathe. 

He heard something, then. "Astrid. Look," he gasped, turning his neck 
to glance behind. A cluster of dragons began to gather around 
Toothless in a flurry of multi-coloured wings and the soothing, 
collective sound of gentle purring played in their ears. They had 
never flown under such a bright moon with so many distinct dragons, 
so late at night. 

The quietude was what struck Hiccup the most. There were easily fifty 
dragons flying with them, following their Alpha. And yet they were 
nearly silent, save for the soft flutter of soundless wings and the 
almost imperceptible collective drone. 

"It's so beaut ifula€ 1 " Astrid whispered into his ear, her chin fitted 
between his shoulder and neck. The temperature of her mouth made his 
hairs stand. It had been _too _long since they'd managed to find 
themselves privacy. 

Hiccup closed his eyes, basking in her closeness and in the 
tranquillity that enveloped them. Starlight carried with it the 
familiarity of heated kisses and stolen caresses under the cover of 
darkened skies. The demure kiss she planted on his neck was all it 
took to make the very tips of his fingers prickle. 

He set the lever on the stirrup with one swift motion, engaging 
Toothless' fin tail in the gliding position. The dragon acknowledged 
this with a low rumble, his wings spread out like an enormous black 
rug . 

"What are you doing?" Astrid asked when Hiccup spun himself on the 
saddle, his legs flinging over Toothless so he could turn to face 
her. Their knees touched. 

He smirked as he grabbed her by the waist and pulled her as near as 
possible, until her thighs rested upon his. He saw her eyebrows arch 
and her lips part in surprise right before he pushed his mouth on 
hers . 

She let out a small whimper, before her lips parted and her head 
tilted sideways. They swayed on the saddle for a little while, 
somehow balancing each other out, their legs vying to tangle with one 
another while simultaneously having to secure their position on the 
dragon ' s back . 



Finding a middle ground between their intense nipping and maintaining 
balance was nothing short of a challenge. 


It was, in a way, a tug of war: the desperation of the kiss, the need 
to have their arms around the other while having to use one hand to 
grip the saddle. The sudden little starts where their steadiness 
seemed to waver thrust his heart into a frantic beat, nearly as much 
as the sensation of her hips almost straddling his. 

By the time he pulled his face away from hers, he could all but 
_feel_ the heat radiating from her. He wished he could press his 
_own_ heat against her, but they didn't have much of an angle for 
ita€ 1 unless she parted her legs even further and wrapped her thighs 
well around his waista€l 

He felt more drunk with desire than he did from the drinks he'd 
consumed. The idea appealed to him in all the right ways. 

"Oh, Godsa€ 1 Hiccup, I might fall," she pleaded the moment he tried 
to shimmy her legs closer to him; but her voice lacked determination 
and her body complied to his hands without a protest. She was as lost 
as he was. Knowing this only seemed to drive reason farther away from 
his mind, while spurring added confidence in their acrobatic 
abilities. They kissed sweetly, their lips never parting as he drove 
her up to his lap. 

He didn't think about how something could go wrong. He didn't think 
of the possibility of her squirming a little too much, and slipping 
to the wrong side. He didn't think of any of it, until Toothless 
smacked him straight on the ribs with his ear flap and grumbled 
moodily, clearly unamused with their antics. 

Hiccup nearly lost his balance, then, and since Astrid was pretty 
much still attached to him a€" both her hands gripped his tunic a€" 
they shrieked in unison as they grappled for balance. 

Hiccup fell straight forward, right on top of Astrid. "Gods, 
Toothless!" he croaked, struggling to straighten himself. "Thanks for 
ruining the moment . " 

Astrid giggled at the Night Fury's casual warble. "Maybe it was for 
the best." Her bangs swept wildly around her face, her cheeks bright 
and flustered as she pulled herself up. "We could have fallen off, 
you know . " 

Hiccup begrudgingly returned to his riding position, not before 
placing a quick peck on the blonde's nose. "I'd never let you fall. 
Milady . " 

"Hm. Actually, you did. You let me _fall for you_a€ 1 " 

Hiccup scoffed. "That was _really_ cheesy." 

She smacked his arm, but hugged him anyway. "Oh be quiet, you." 

They flew through the night in peacefulness, listening to the soft 
murmurs of the dragons and the steady beats of their own 
hearts . 



They went with Toothless' lead, merely admiring the serenity of the 
motionless sea and clear sapphire skies, allowing their minds to 
drift along with the breeze. Eventually, they spotted a 
disconcert ingly familiar place... 

Moonlight spilled over the shards of the icy dome of that which had 
been the kind Alpha's domain. Towering over the shoreline, enclosed 
in white snow, the corpse of the slain Bewilderbeast had transformed 
into a colossal statue of blue ice. The gentle giant seemed merely 
asleep, encased in its natural tomb. 

There was a haunting serenity to the scene; an almost spectral 
beauty. Tragic, but breath-taking. 

Perhaps in time, the sea's high tides could finally carry the docile 
creature to its depths, where it should rest. 

Toothless stopped there, hovering over it. All the other dragons 
seemed to let out a small wail; barely audible whines of sorrow and 
regret. It was a pause for mourning and remembering. 

Astrid hugged Hiccup a little tighter; he felt his heart clench at 
the sight of the beach where his fathera€ 1 and Toothlessa€l 

Hiccup blinked the memory away. He tried to shake off the echoes 
ringing in his eardrums. The sounds of people and dragons screaming, 
the ungainly feral growls from his companion, the booming explosion 
of the plasma blasta€ 1 the shudder of Stoick the Vast's final breath 
as he gave his life for his son's. 

Hiccup could never forget, but he had long since forgiven. This was a 
place that _needed_ revisiting, just one last time. 

To try and leave the past behind. 

"Okay bud... time to head back home. It's late," Hiccup said, patting 
the Night Fury's head. But Toothless paid him no heed. Instead, he 
dove toward the entrance to the sanctuary, followed by all the other 
dragons . 

Astrid barely had the opportunity to ask what Toothless was doing; 
the sudden dip at high speed and the dizzying flight between mouldy 
rocks threw her off her words. She could only hold on tighter to 
Hiccup. The Night Fury followed an aerial path to the centre of the 
dome and spun right through it, sailing across the still air through 
shimmering moonbeams and solid columns of stone. 

And then, well... The sight before Astrid' s eyes truly rendered her 
speechless. The inside of the sanctuary. 

She never could have expected the lush vegetation that had nurtured 
inside the place. Even lit up only by the pale shimmer that filtered 
through the dome of ice, the vibrant green and the multi coloured 
flowers almost appeared to be alive, bathed in silvery light. 
Everything seemed to take in shades of green and blue and silver. It 
was like being inside a dream. 

When her voice returned to her, all Astrid could say was a hushed 
"Who ah . " 



Hiccup seemed just as entranced as she was. He had seen what the 
place looked like during the day but... at night, everything seemed 
to glimmer and glower, as if the northern lights themselves danced 
beneath the frozen ceiling. 

"So this is where your mother stayed all these years... it's _so_ 
beautiful . " 

Some Dragons still lived within. Mothers with their young, still 
unable to fly. Injured dragons, incapable of making their way 
elsewhere. But nothing like the fluttering swarm of winged beasts 
Hiccup had seen when he'd been here. Even the dragons that had 
accompanied them in their night-time flight couldn't have done 
justice to that first time Hiccup stepped into the place. 

Something big was missing. An enormous part of this refuge had 
perished just outside of it, never to return. A sense of sadness 
clung to the atmosphere, to each shard of ice and to every drop of 
dew upon the leaves. Even the cascades seemed to flow heavy with 
grief, as if singing a song of farewell to that which once had been a 
kind ruler to all under his care. 

Hiccup felt it in the air. He felt it in his bones. He remembered 
watching with awe as the kindly goliath slept in the lake within the 
sanctuary. Its absence seemed to haunt ever pebble, every flower 
around them. 

It was such a different environment from that of the nest of the Red 
Death, where there had only been horror and pain and fear and not a 
plant could bloom in its sulphurous confinement. 

This was a lesson Hiccup now took note of: the facets of a leader are 
reflected in all that lays under his rule. 

Toothless gently landed near the entrance of the cave where Valka had 
lived. He looked at Hiccup and cooed softly, as if seeking 
reassurance. Hiccup rubbed the dragon's neck tenderly. "It's not your 
fault, bud... I know that. It's not your fault." There was an 
exchange of nuzzling between them; a gesture of comfort from one to 
the other. 

Hiccup then disconnected his prosthetic from the stirrup and hopped 
to the ground. Astrid climbed down from the saddle and took his 
outstretched hand, filled with curiosity. "Where are we 
going? " 

"You'll see... look, here." He brought her to the inside a homely 
cave. He stopped to stare at every detail; as if he'd found a window 
to the past. "We were all here... together." 

His hand squeezed hers tightly. Astrid looked around. In every corner 
there seemed to be proof that someone had once lived in this place - 
a wicker basket, discarded clothing, handmade tools, a clay pot, 
charred wood from an extinguished fire, empty platters and 
bowls . 

They had been cooking there, before Drago came... 

Astrid felt a lump in her throat just by looking at Hiccup's creased 
brow, at his rapidly heaving chest. Some memory must be playing in 



the eye of his mind - bittersweet, from the look he wore. 


"I wish..." he started, but his voice faltered. He breathed in, 
steadied himself. His fingers entwined with hers. "Sometimes you just 
wish you could stop time. Or go back somehow. I was... We were 
together. Just for a little whilea€l My family." 

She could see the mist gathering in his eyes. The small tremble of 
his lower lip. "You should have _seen_ them, Astrid. My mom and dad, 
together. You should have seen what I could have had," he closed his 
eyes and bit the insides of his cheeks. His hand brought hers to his 
drumming heart . 

Astrid laced one arm around his shoulders and pulled him to her. He 
immediately buried his head in her hair; he was _trying_ so hard not 
to shake. 

So hard. 

His free hand fisted at the cloth between her shoulder blades. Hiccup 
seemed to lean his weight against her, as if he needed the support. 
Astrid stood strong against him, though tears threatened to spill 
down her cheeks . 

His voice was raw and hoarse. "It's not fair, Astrid. It's not 
fair. " 

She hushed him sweetly, leaving light kisses on his heated cheek. 

"I want it back. Astrid, I want what I had then... _I **want** 

what they had_. " His lips sought hers. She could taste the salty 
wetness on his mouth and feel his uneven breath on her face a€" this 
was a kiss shaken by emotion, driven by need. He pulled her tighter 
to him, resting his forehead against hers. He opened his eyes, a hue 
of redness in them. "I want what they had. With **you**." 

In that moment, everything around them seemed to stand still. Even 
the water that trickled from between the rocks fell silent. He 
gathered his breath. 

"I can't remember all the words. I can't..." he sighed and kissed her 
forehead. "Even if I did, I can't sing. And I'm a terrible 
dancer . " 

He chuckled. Astrid stared at him, confused as to what he 
meant . 

Then he kneeled, never taking his eyes off her. 

She felt a cold in her belly that had nothing to do with the ice 
above them, and a heat in her chest that could rekindle the ashen 
hearth. With baited breath she waited for him to speak. 

But he didn't. He justa€ 1 stared at her. 

Astrid frowned, feeling a little jittery with expectation and a 
little awkward under his gaze. "Well?" 

Hiccup cleared his throat and shrugged. "Sorry, I was trying to think 
of something special to say, but uh . . . Yeah, I guess I... I don't 



have the words . " 


Astrid laughed and shook her head. "And you said _**i**_ was the one 
being cheesy! You big dork." 

"Wait, are you calling your Chief a cheesy dork?" 

"Of course not. I'd never call my Chief a cheesy dork." Astrid got 
down on her knees, too, and embraced him tightly. "I'm calling my 
_future husband_ a cheesy dork." 

"Oh be quiet, you..." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>END<p> 
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><p>Hope you liked it! I wonder if anyone caught the Defenders of 
Berk reference line...?<p> 


28. Great Fortune 

Toying with a headcanon I've had for a while now. 

Might contain HTTYD2 spoilers; or rather, post-HTTYD2 . 

**Summary:** Hiccup and Astrid bring their family for a special night 

out . . . 
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><pXstrong>Great Fortune<strong> 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


><p>"You're sure it's all safe?" This was probably the twentieth time 
Astrid had asked the same question. Hiccup sighed. He knew her 
anxiety was somewhat illogical, but then again that's what made it 
hard for her to control. <p> 

"I'm sure of it, Astrid. You know there's nothing to worry about." He 
wrapped his arms around her waist and rested his chin against her 
cheek, kissing her temple fondly. 

He smelled the delicate scent of the lavish soap she had taken to 
bathe herself with; he brushed his hands across her midriff, over the 
waistline of her armoured skirt. He'd asked her to wear something 
more delicate tonight, assuring her there was no need for her usually 
practical clothes, but she had refused. Hiccup didn't want to press 
the issue any further. 

He felt her sigh within his arms; he caught a wisp of a tremble down 
her spine as he moved his hands to work the tension out of her 
shoulders. He wanted to pull her hair loose from her braided bun, but 
he didn't. 


"I guess I'm being silly, huh?" 



"Just a little bit, " he told her reassuringly, planting a stray kiss 
upon her neck. His eyes wandered over to the open bedroom door within 
their living area. "But you can't trust your gut on this one. Trust 
**me** instead." 

Astrid rested her palms over his hands and leaned her head against 
his chest, her back still to him. "I trust you." 

"I have to leave now," he announced. "Just one more thing to take 
care of. I'll be back before it starts." 

Astrid gathered his cape in her hands. Hiccup turned and allowed her 
to drape it over his back, fastening it with ease and sealing the 
ritual with a long, soft kiss. 

"I know you will." 

Astrid watched solemnly as Hiccup kicked off up into the air on 
Toothless' back, black silhouettes beating against the dim glow of 
the setting sun. She stood before the glassed window of their house, 
surveying the skies for a while after they were no longer visible in 
the horizon. 

She felt agitated. It had been twenty years since that day. Twenty 
years, and yet a dim memory still came back to her, unbidden. There 
is something about childhood frights that makes them so much more 
difficult to shake off, to _reason_ with, to _grow out _of. She had 
to do something to take her mind off of that restless ghost, one she 
had thought would be long gone by now. 

That was just it, she told herself; a wandering fragment of a memory, 
no more than an echo of what it once was. She had already found 
closure for it before, with Hiccup's help, and this hollow shell of a 
burden she once carried was now no more than the cause for mild 
irritation . 

Still, her heart nearly leapt from her chest when Hiccup came 
stumbling inside their household. She let go of a breath she had been 
holding in, and hurried on over to relieve him of his fur 
mantle . 

"Like I said, " Hiccup said with undisguised content, distracted as 
per usual. "Everything's under control, the water's flowing just to 
where it should be, so even if by chance it a€" a€ 1 whoa." He paused 
to look at his wife. 

One long, slow, _deliberate_ look; and he was transported. 

She had changed into her dress, the one he liked so much but at the 
same time detested because of the way it made him short of breath. 

Her hair hung loose like carefully woven gold upon her shoulders, 
almost bidding for his touch. And with the fireplace blazing behind 
her, she was veiled in shades orange red around her figure, like some 
pagan deity, his cloak still in her hands. 

One look, and he knew she felt the very same need that had begun to 
burn at him from the inside. Hiccup let out half a groan, half a 
moan. He wanted to a€" 



"Is it time yet? The kidsa€ 1 " She breathed out the moment she noticed 
what his next move was going to be. Hiccup nearly stumbled on his own 
feet. He looked beyond his wife a€" his eyes had been stapled to her 
until then a€" and saw two little figures playing on the table with 
small ragdoll dragons. 

"Oh, " was all he said, suddenly disarmed; yet he still lingered a 
suggestive look upon her. The impish smile he got in response left no 
room for second guesses. "Hey, kiddos ! Daddy's home! Guess what, you 
guys are gonna see something pretty cool tonight. Wanna come watch 
the stars?" 

The children hopped out of the table immediately, toys forgotten. 
Whenever Daddy promised something good, they were in for a 
treat . 

Ylena, dark red locks falling from her shoulders in a careless bundle 
of wild hair, was the first one to reach her father's outstretched 
arms. Hiccup picked up the four-year-old in a swoop and spun her 
around in the air in a make-believe flight. Her giggles were soon 
joined by her brother's, when Astrid mimicked Hiccup by gathering the 
toddler in her arms and pretending that he was flying toward his 
sister . 

Tryggr was heavy for a child that had just only seen two springs, and 
stubbornly determined; he was oddly proud of his strawberry blonde 
hair and threw a terrible tantrum whenever anyone tried to cut it 
off, so Astrid had to keep it short by trimming it only when he was 
asleep . 

They left the house in a chorus of laughter. Toothless was waiting 
outside, tail swishing through the air, pink gums exposed in a hearty 
smile. Astrid trusted him well enough to carry her children for a 
walk on his back, and the little ones adored their "uncle". 

As they made their way toward a hilltop near the forest, people 
greeted them with enthusiasm and apparently easy smiles. 

Astrid seemed surprised. "Everyone seems so calm, now." 

"The bravest of the Hoffersons walks among them, " Hiccup told his 
wife with affection. "Your presence reassures them." 

"I think you mean your _dragon ' s_ presence." 

Hiccup laughed and shook his head, kissing her nose hurriedly before 
he trotted on ahead to greet his mother, who already awaited them. 
He'd brought a large fur rug along with him, and set it upon the 
grass in their designated spot; as far away from the villagers as he 
could manage without actually entering the boundaries of the 
forest . 

Astrid' s hand found Hiccup's and held on to it tightly, her fingers 
entwined with his as they tried to get their children to settle down. 
Valka helped, bringing both her grandchildren by the hand, doing a 
little dance with them around the rug before settling down. Toothless 
had to blow several smoke rings to get the little ones distracted and 
calm, but soon the family of six went quiet, gazing upon the skies, 
the children's heads resting upon their parents' laps. 



The night air was stagnant and warm, not a breeze to stir the leaves 
on the trees, not a cloud to cover the many stars glowing against the 
dark. The whole village seemed to have stood still; Hiccup couldn't 
remember Berk ever being this silent. 

"Daddy, tell us a story." Ylena asked quietly; her brother seconded 
the motion with an eager whine. They were used to stargazing 
together, and Hiccup always had a story to regale his children 
with . 

It usually started with the same line: 

"There were dragons when I was a boy," Hiccup began after a moment's 
pause . 

His eyes scanned the firmament with nostalgic reverence, knowing in 
his heart that he would not see one cross the sky tonight. Not ever 
again. "And ever since Vikings moved to Berk, there was one that 
would instil terror in the hearts of men a€" one so rare, it only 
appeared once every ten yearsa€ 1 On this very same night, when 
Arvendale ' s Fire lit up the skies." 

He felt Astrid's grip tighten around his hand, and somehow even his 
heart clenched. The Flightmare wouldn't come tonighta€ 1 but Hiccup 
had an almost childish wish for it to appear. He knew his mother felt 
the same; he saw it in the wistful way her eyes narrowed toward the 
dark skies, the creases around her eyes suddenly more visible. 

"It came with the lights, beautiful and deadly. And any man or woman 
that looked upon it would freeze on the spot." 

He felt Ylena shuffle and whimper on his lap. "What did it look 
like?" 

Hiccup gave his daughter a reassuring kiss on her forehead. "It 
glowered like a wraith, like a candle burning in blue light. But it 
was so bright, that is stung your eyes and froze your heart." 

"It almost sounds prettya€ 1 " Hiccup could hear traces of both wonder 
and fear in his daughter's voice. He wondered what sort of images her 
imagination had woven into her star-struck eyes. 

"Mama," whined Tryggr, fisting his mother's dress with his small 
hands. "We fight." 

Astrid chuckled at her son's determination. "You have the Hofferson 
bravery in you, my darling." 

"And the Haddock courage as well! A fine mix," said Valka, sparing 
her grandchild a half-hearted smile. 

It was then the colour around them changed. 

"Look!" Tryggr squeaked, both hands now pointing up at the ethereal 
snakes coiling up athwart the skies. They spread languorously, moved 
by what unearthly strength controlled them, setting the entire 
atmosphere ablaze in shades of jade and celestial blue. 


The entirety of the village held their breaths, suddenly almost 
unsure of what to expect. 



Unsure of what they _wanted_ to expect. 

But no unearthly cry reached their ears, no set of phosphorescent 
wings rose from the sea. There were only bright lights across the 
entire firmament. 

Both children gasped, never having seen anything remotely similar to 
this in their short lives. Even the adults were mesmerized; it felt 
so much different to be able to look upon the shimmering lights, 
without the presence of that crippling dread of the winged 
apparition . 

And at the same time, there was an eerie sense of finality to 
it . 

Hiccup could hear the blood drumming through his ears. Astrid's hand 
tightened around his. Absurdly, he found a tightness in his throat 
that prevented him from swallowing; something in the air a€" was it 
dust? a€" that made his eyes blink. 

Hiccup didn't know what he'd been expecting, truthfully. He had 
almost clung to some form of hope. As if tempting Fate could, in one 
way or another, have an effect on the unfurling events. He knew the 
Flightmare had been dangerous. He _knew_ it made no sense to hope to 
see one last dragon. He knew they were all gone a€" all but 
one . 

Toothless, whose body encircled his family, whose tail rested upon 
Valka's lap, looked toward the nightlight with an unreadable stare. 
Perhaps he lingered upon memories just as Hiccup did; he couldn't 
quite tell. 

"a€l It's not coming." Astrid's skin was luminescent with the 
radiance it borrowed from Arvendale ' s Fire. She closed her eyes and 
took a deep breath, of equal parts relief and anguish. 

"Mommy, are you sad?" Ylena wasn't capable of grasping the complexity 
of her mother's feelings, but she caught on to the note of 
dolefulness in her voice. 

Before Astrid had time to reply. Hiccup piped in. "Nobody's gonna 
feel sad here tonight, come on!" He reached into the satchel hung on 
Toothless' side and produced a thick glass jar with a metal lid, 
filled with a clear liquid. 

Astrid _immediately_ knew what it was. Now she understood her 
husband's absence . She looked at Toothless, who seemed expectant; 
rightfully so. 

Hiccup shook the flask before clicking its lid off and setting it 
down. "Ta-daah!" He announced, nodding encouragingly at his 
children . 

Tryggr eyed the jar with furrowed brows, his lower lip sticking out 
adorably as he tried to make sense of his father's idea of fun. Ylena 
frowned. She tapped the glass with her finger. "What's that 
for?" 

"You'll see," Hiccup replied, biting his lips. He grinned when the 



look on his kids' face went from sceptical to awed, as the water 
inside the flask took on a glowering blue hue under the effect of the 
enchanted eos. "Told you!" He winked at the children, smiling, before 
swiping the jar from beneath their noses and presenting it to the 
Nigh Fury. "You thirsty, bud?" 

Valka looked appalled. Her eyes widened as she saw her son feed 
Toothless the contents of the jar, and she made to stop them; but 
Astrid's reassuring hand and soothing smile calmed her down. 

"It's okay, Val . They know what they're doing. Watch." 

Toothless stood and stretched like a huge furless cat, wings the 
colour of a starless night spread out around his family. He graced 
the children with a knowing, gummy smile; they watched in amazement 
as his gullet and nose began to gleam. 

It started out faintly; a dim light that carried out from Toothless' 
dark hide, almost like a film of ice transpiring from his pores. It 
coiled into the air in faint, ghostly tendrils, as if an incandescent 
aura had enveloped him in a mist. Then, suddenly, patches of 
Toothless' skin were lit up in electric blue, the intensity of the 
colour and its brightness increasing every second, until he all but 
stood as a huge lantern of a subliminal gleam. 

The children were absolutely thunderstruck, to say the least. The 
look on their faces was absolutely _priceless_. Valka wasn't less 
astounded, for that matter; she laughed, smiling widely for the first 
time since that evening. 

They took the children on a walk through the village on Toothless' 
back, and Toothless even managed to startle Snotlout a€" who, for a 
few moments, actually thought the Flightmare had returned. People 
smiled and nodded, but couldn't mask the wistful looks on their 
faces, or the bittersweet upward glances. 

This was a night for remembering: the good and the bad, the battles 
and the harmony. A decade had passed since Arvendale ' s Fire last 
showed up; back then, they couldn't have known how conflicted the 
reoccurrence of the event would make them feel. 

By the time Hiccup and Astrid returned to their home, they each 
carried a sleeping child in their arms. 

Hiccup set Ylena down on her little bed, tenderly tucking her in. She 
stirred, eyes fluttering, fingers searching for her father's hand and 
clutching around his thumb out of habit. 

"Dadaa€ 1 " Her small voice was made even smaller by the weight of her 

slumber; Hiccup had to lean in so he could listen. "I want to paint 

the skiesa€ 1 " 

He smiled. He caressed her cheek until the grip on his thumb 

slackened. "And you will," he whispered. "One day, you will." 

He kissed both his sleeping little ones before heading to his 
bedchamber, hand-in-hand with Astrid. 

There was no need for words. They both knew what they felt a€" what 
it seemed like the whole village felt, really a€" even though it was 



hard to explain. 

She kissed him the moment the door closed shut. 


He helped her off that dress he loved so much. 

He did it slowly, unveiling inch by inch of pale skin. Their glassed 
windows remained uncovered, welcoming the iridescence that poured 
down from the skies. They lit no candles, for there was no darkness 
to fight off. It was all glowing light around them, peaceful and 
quiet, inviting and gentle, just as soft as the feather mattress in 
which they settled. 

They were soon draped in nothing but each other's arms, glimmering 
like sapphire stars as they made love with hot breaths and practised 
hands. They shared quivering moans and words of passion, spoken only 
for the other to hear; an unbroken silence that filled them with 
serenity . 

It was a wonderful night . 


Nobody remembers the old sayings anymore. 

After all, nobody in Berk had ever managed to be intimate during that 
fateful night. This is a lore long forgotten by the forefathers that 
first landed in the shores of this island; yet its magic is no less 
true, and no less powerful. 

For the one who is privileged enough to be conceived under the 
influence of Arvendale ' s Fire is forever watched by the Gods; they 
bestow upon the child tremendous luck, blessing them with the most 
important of divine providences: 

Great Fortune. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>END<p> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>I really enjoyed the Fright of Passage episode in Defenders of 
Berk. Got me thinking what would it feel like to go through that 
night again, in ten years' time, assuming the dragons could be gone 
by then . . . <p> 

**A/N:** not quite sure how I feel about the name _Ylena_. I might 
eventually change it, since it was originally just a placemat 
name . 

Thoughts? Reviews? Rainbow chickens? 

(ah, one more thing: I'm basically an atheist, so no, I don't believe 
in Gods. But these are the Norse Gods I'm talking about, and in the 
HTTYD settings, and they believe in them. Might as well spice up on 
some mythology while I'm at it. ;) 



29. Hot Little Things 


I know I should be doing these in some form of chronological order, 
but... I'm terrible. Anyway, posting two requests I got on Tumblr 
into one chapter. M-rated, both of them. ; ) especially the second. 
Yeah . 

Consider them 19 years old in both drabbles. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>DRUNK<strong> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The bonfire burned brightly, its flames reaching toward the black 
skies in a heated swirl of orange light. People danced around it, 
singing and drinking; the Bog women sang raunchy songs that put even 
the bawdiest Berkian men to shame . <p> 

Gobber absolutely _loved_ the Bogs. It was an amusing thing to watch. 
Hiccup was entirely focused on how the one-legged man moved so airily 
around those fearless ladies, challenging them to battles of wits 
through coarse rhymes and vulgar poems. 

Tuffnut interrupted Hiccup's entertainment by elbowing him on the 
ribs. "Dude, is Astrid drunk? She looks really zoned out." 

Hiccup cranked his neck. His girlfriend wasn't around. "Nah, I don't 
think soa€ 1 ? I mean, she was fine about 20 minutes ago." 

Tuffnut shrugged, his shoulders jerking weakly. "Yeah, but that was 
20 minutes ago. Lotsa things can happen in 20 minutes ago. Especially 
when Grunthora's handing out that weird drink the Bogs like." 

Hiccup stiffened. Grunthora was a few years older than them, had the 
same physical build as Silent Sven and she was _completely_ insane. 
She once insisted in challenging a _Nightmare_ to a drinking 
game . 

And she won. 

Hiccup scrambled to look for his girlfriend. He found her sitting in 
a circle with Ruffnut and a few other Bogs, some younger and some 
older. He managed to catch a part of the conversation as he headed 
over . 

"a€l I mean, _sure_, riding a Deadly Nadder is _FUN_, " Astrid said, 
raising her mug over her head, "but riding Hiccup's deadly 'nethers' 
is even more fun, if you know what I meana€ 1 " 

There was a roar of laughter from the other girls, and a few 
suggestive wolf-whistles. Hiccup steeled his jaw and cursed as he 
approached the troublesome group. The women reduced their ruckus to a 
mild snickering as he advanced and placed his hand over Astrid' s 
shoulder . 

"Good evening, ladies!" He nodded courteously, though it was entirely 
unnecessary. He could tell by their reddened cheeks and bitten lips 
that they didn't give a crap about greetings at the moment. "Milady, 



I think it's time we take this party elsewhere." 

"Oh, " Astrid feigned innocence as she stood, looping her arm with 
his, "My ride has arrived!" 

An apparently harmless comment, hadn't he overheard her previous 
talk; obviously, the snickering and the giggling intensified. 

Hiccup put on his best stern voice as he brought Astrid away from the 
other dangerous ladies. "You really shouldn't be saying those things 
out in public, you know." 

"You heard that?a€l Oh. Oh noa€ 1 " Astrid seemed preoccupied for a 
moment, her fingers covered her mouth, eyes widening. Then she 
tittered. "Don't tell Stormfly what I said. I don't want her to feel 
jealous . " 

"I think having a jealous dragon is the least of you problems," 

Hiccup growled as he sat her on a bench in a quiet corner. "What if 
someone had overheard you? And do you know how much trouble we can 
get into if those girls rattle on us?" 

"They won't tell, babe. It wouldn't be _honourable_. Besidesa€l" 
Astrid grabbed the collar of his tunic and pulled him down with a 
vicious yank. "I have dirties on them, too." 

"I do NOT want to know," he said as he tried to free himself from her 
solid grip. But she kept pulling him in, drawing him to her face with 
rough tugs. Persistent. Teasing. 

"You know, I _do_ feel like riding a dragon tonight." Her eyes 
gleamed mischievously, still catching glimmers of red from the 
burning fire. Her lips were sultry and plump as she tried to nip at 
his collarbone. 

"Yours, actuallya€l And by _dragon_ I obviously mean _cock_. " 

She poked his crotch with her left hand. Hiccup all but yelped trying 
to back away. There was something rather unnerving about the way she 
seemed so relaxed with her overt dallying. 

"Astrid!" He hissed, finally tugging free from her prying hands, his 
eyes darting around in search for a scowl among the nearby crowd. 
There was none. Nobody had taken note of them a€" yet. "Are you 
crazy? " 

"Maybe, " she conceded, her eyelashes fluttering maddeningly as she 
settled for a devious smirk, "for you." 

Hiccup sighed. He let his hands rest at his waist as he lifted his 
chin and tapped his good foot on the floor. 

" You ' re drunk . " 

Astrid scoffed, patting her thighs dismissively as she stood a€" her 
skirt rode up just _so_, her eyes lifted to give him _that_ look. 
Hiccup swallowed as she neared him with small footsteps. 

"I'm not **that** drunk," she purred, bringing her fingers up to her 
hair, "just a little tipsya€l" Her hips swayed with purpose, her lips 



curled subtly as she danced away from him. A warm, inviting tightness 
gathered below Hiccup's waist. He _loved_ watching her from 
behind . 

He loved _taking_ her from behind. 

"You can test out my balance if you want." 

He followed as she led them away from the crowd, until they could 
barely hear the songs being sung or the fire crackling as it devoured 
the air around it, into a small passage between tall houses where 
moonlight barely reached. 

Astrid moved like a cat barely awoken from sleep; somewhat bouncily, 
yet graceful. She put her hands to the side of a house, leaning up 
against it, flaunting her backside as she bent over. 

Hiccup clicked his tongue, his eyes tracing her figure in the 
dark . 

"I don't want to take advantage of a drunken woman, you knowa€ 1 " 

Her breath hitched when she heard his belt unbuckle. 

"Then let **me** take advantage of a sober man." 

A shiver flared in her belly when his hands gripped her cheeks, 
pulling her skirt up. 

"You always do like to be in control, don't you Milady?" 

He brought her leggings down, along with her underwear. The cool air 
on her skin didn't seem to ease the searing heat that dripped between 
her thighs . 

She could barely breathe. 

"_Yes_. " 

"I'd like to see you tame _these_ deadly 'nethers' thena€ 1 " 

"Stop talking . " 

"Sorry . " 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><strong>SHOW HIM WHO'S BOSS<strong> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Moonlight barely filtered through the window. A candle burned 
small, its light hesitant and flickering in the corner of the 
bedchambers, seemingly exhausted after hours of burning down to the 
last bit of wax.<p> 

It was warm and damp inside that bedroom. Two lovers shared a bed, 
their breaths and the temperature of their skins radiating a slick 
heat. The scent of lovemaking filled the air, enticing and 
primeval . 



The bed creaked with a steady cadence, following the thrusting 
motions that rocked life into both bodies. 

But then the rhythm slowed. 

"Dida€ 1 did you _just **yawn**_?" 

Astrid's droopy eyes suddenly widened to attention. She pursed her 
lips and slightly shook her head. "a€lno." 

Right then one lone, lazy sleepy tear trickled from the side of her 
eye and down her cheek. Hiccup gave her an unimpressed look, his 
eyebrows rising and disappearing under his hair. 

"You _did_. You just yawned." His hips stopped moving upon her. "I 
_sa_w that." 

She groaned, rolling her eyes around with a small scoff. "Hiccup, I'm 
just sleepy. I was fast asleep when you woke me up!" 

He made to pull out, but with her legs she kept him in place. He 
scowled at her. "So what now, you're not entertained?" 

"Well, **now** I'm not! _Why_ did you stop?" She tried rocking gently 
beneath him, but Hiccup remained unmoving, though she could still 
feel him throb within her. He was being stubborn. 

"Because **you** yawned! I just a€" ugh," he groaned, out of 
frustration more than pleasure. 

She saw it in his face, then: the insecurity, the awkwardness. She 
could tell from the way his brow furrowed a€" his pride was a little 
wounded. A small bubble of guilt grew in her chest. 

"Hiccup, I'm sorry. I didn't mean to a€" " 

"Never mind, it's fine. I'll just let you go back to sleep." This 
time he managed to pull himself from her, his eyes avoiding hers; he 
lay on the bed by her side and turned his back to her, not another 
word spoken. 

Well, this was no good. She'd been sleepy, yes, but felt more than 
conscious enough to enjoy their session. A mild irritation seemed to 
take the place of guilt. He was _not_ going to leave her hanging over 
a tantrum, not if she could do something about it. 

"You know, if you want to _wake me up_ properly, " Astrid said, 
rolling over him and forcing him to lie on his back, "you _could_ try 
a little bit of **this**." 

Hiccup protested; he tried to move his arms to touch her, to push her 
off him, but Astrid grabbed his wrists and wrestled him. She 
restrained his arms over his head. The effect this angle had on his 
biceps was enough to flicker an enticing little throb from the pit of 
her stomach. The bare skin of his belly, the soft patch of hair that 
surrounded his navel, and every single ripple of his muscles felt 
like a purposeful caress between her legs. 


On top, she was in control. Of every single movement, of the angle 



and speed, of the force with which she ground her hips upon him. 

His surprised face only added to her feeling of empowerment. "What 
are you doing?" He tried pulling his hands free; she pressed his arms 
harder against the bedframe. 

"Showing you how to wake me up properly. Now, stay still." 

She rose her hips, sliding up to his very tip, but never pulling away 
entirely. His hoarse moan mingled with hers when she brought herself 
back down, burying him deep inside the clamping heat. 

Astrid licked her lips victoriously, satisfied with how she worked 
him into obedience. It could have been the sudden burst of 
adrenaline, it could have been from the drinks she'd had at dinner, 
it could have been seeing her lover bound by her own hands a€" 
whatever it was, something stirred an unusual audacity within her. 

She felt _wicked_. 

"Be a good boy, Hiccupa€ 1 Tell me you want me." 

His eyebrows knit in perplexity. "Ia€l what?" 

She stopped grinding and brought her lips to his ears, letting her 
cheek rest against his temple. Astrid felt him throb when she 
murmured, "_Tell mea€ 1 you want me_. " 

Hiccup slanted his face. He tried to kiss her, but she pulled away 
with an impish shake of her head. He sighed and rolled his eyes, but 
grinned devilishly at her; Astrid hissed the moment he bucked into 
her with a satisfying jerk of his pelvis. 

Well, at least he wasn't sulking anymore. 

"I want you. Milady," he said, his fists rapping against the 
bedframe. "I **want** you." Her thighs clenched around his midriff as 
she tried to take back control of the situation. Hiccup twisted 
beneath her, a tormenting movement that almost made her lose her 
focus. "Astrid, **I want you**." 

She had to kiss him, had to bend down over him and press her whole 
body against his, had to enforce her weight upon him. "Babe, _stop_. " 
Her message was clear: _she_ was the one in control. _He_ wasn't 
allowed to move. 

The motion started again, propelled by the muscles of her thighs; 
gently, softly, she sensed every tremulous inch of him, unsheathing 
only to spear herself back upon him a€" again, and again, and again, 
always slowly. 

She revelled in the way Hiccup beheld her. 

"Please, " he beseeched, rapture etched into his every feature, "go 
faster." His lips parted as he drew laborious breaths, hungry eyes 
narrowing on her swaying breasts. "_Please_. Do ita€ 1 Astrida€ 1 _do 
it_. " 

Astrid picked up the pace, feeling a familiar heat begin to unfurl as 
she pulled him into firm strokes deep inside her. It was getting hard 
to tell which one of them was panting harder; which one of them 



gasped louder. 


Astrid felt a fever gradually possess her, felt it draw all control 
from her rapidly unbinding grasp. She had to chase the fleeting 
sensation with thrusts that became more frantic, more desperate with 
each flicker of her surging pulse. 

Her rhythm faltered; her sighs ascended into shameless moans, the 
muscles in her arms tensed and her stomach tightened a€" 

And then Hiccup sat up, pushing her hands apart, gripping her wrists 
with startling force. It was Astrid' s turn to cry out in surprise. 

The feeling of being flipped over on the brink of orgasm forced her 
strangled voice to catch in her throat. 

She was helpless against him. 

He spun her around, pinning her to the bed with her backside turned 
to him. It was his turn to weight down on her, to frame her body with 
his and keep her there, unmoving, her face buried in the pillows. She 
squirmed beneath him, and it seemed her attempts to free herself only 
roused him further. 

Astrid felt him, hard and long, rest against her entrance. But he 
didn't push in; he merely stayed there, breathing heatedly into the 
nape of her neck. 

"Now you, " he said, voice husky and coarse, one of his hands 
painfully holding hers against the small of her back, "tell me you 
want me . " 

_No_. No, it wasn't supposed to go this way. _She_ was the one in 
control, not him. She was a€" 

"Oh, _Gods_!" 

Key word: she **was**. 

Now **he** was in charge. His free hand dug between the bed sheets, 
and expertly found her pearl in one swift motion. He stroked her, the 
way he_knew_ would make her come undone. And she dida€ 1 

"Tell me, " he insisted, teasing her with the motionless pressure of 
his fingers against her folds. "_Tell me_. " 

She caved in. 

She wanted to, really. She'd do anything for him to just _move_. 

"I want youa€ 1 " 

Hiccup kissed the side of her neck with surplus force; she could 
almost feel the smile of his lips on her skin. "Louder." 

"I want a€" ah! a€" I wanta€ 1 _you_a€ 1 aha€ 1 " 

_Finally_. His fingers moved once again, circling her clit with just 
the right pressure. She tried to buck against him, despite her 
movements being hindered. 



"Hiccupa€l Babe." She wanted to kiss him, to lick him, to _bite_ him, 
but couldn't. It drove her wild. "Please, just do ita€ 1 " 

"Do what?" 

Oh, he was playing her good. His fingers wouldn't stop. It was 
agonizing. She needed him back _in_ her, even if she had to 
supplicate . 

"Go. Just goa€ 1 **in**a€l go ina€ 1 " 

He nibbled her earlobe, and every pore of her skin seemed to prickle 
with sheer static. "Say it right. Tell me what you want, Astrid. 

_Tell me_. " 

Astrid would feel the bruises in her back the next day. She didn't 
care. She didn't care about anything a€" about being sore, about 
grovelling, about mewling like she was in heat. 

"Fuck me," she whimpered, her voice hesitant and small at first. But 
the fire fuelled her nerve, stripped her of all sense of propriety. 
Hiccup was the one person she could lose it with, anyway. 

This time she spoke loudly, on purpose, her voice strained with an 
urgency she could not care to mask. "Fuck me, babea€ 1 Please, 

**fuck** me. Fuu a€" uh ! Oha€ 1 !" 

He speared himself inside her, up to the very hilt. 

Very few things in this world can compare to the sensation of a first 
thrust: the sensation of completion and fulfilment. Hiccup awaited a 
few seconds, drinking in the feeling, before rocking into her. 

But Hiccup didn't take things slow like she had. 

He took her with a burning lust, his frenzied fingers not once 
relieving their ministrations. In the end he toppled to the bed at 
her side, breathless and dizzy and sweat-soaked, as was she. 

"Soa€l tell mea€ 1 " Hiccup caressed her face, catching a bead of sweat 
that fell from her temple, panting. "Is that howa€ 1 you want me toa€ 1 
wake you up?" 

Astrid nodded, unable to keep the sheepish smile off her 
face . 

"Yeaha€l Now pulla€l the covers back upa€ 1 and go to sleep." 

He did as she asked; then he hugged her from behind, this time 
kissing her neck and her shoulders with delicate tenderness, his 
fingers trailing small circles on her bent elbow. "I'm sorry. If I 
was too rough a€" " 

"You were great. Hiccup." Astrid sighed, feeling sated, her eyes now 
beginning to droop. "I'm a warriora€ 1 I can handle some tough 
love . " 

"Next time. I'll actually _let_ you boss me around." 


Astrid chuckled. "You're gonna regret that. Hiccup Haddock." 



><p>END<p> 


* * 


* 


><p>Hope you've enjoyed them, if you hadn't read them yet. Let me 
know! Please drop by with a review. <p> 

I have quite a few others I haven't posted yet, but these were the 
raunchier ones. XD 

(My tumblr username is Nefertsukia, in case someone wants to 
ask) 

**Now to some messages I got:** 

As for the **guest** who asked for more of chapter 14 's stuff, 
well... working on a similar one, but from Hicup's P.O.V., if you're 
interested let me know! :p 

**A Person:** (also chapter 14) My age is on my profile, actually. 

; ) 


* *Klttylover : * * thank you for the smileys. :) 

**carol dsouza: ** (chapter 20) Astrid and Hiccup are five years old 
in that one, which I did say at some point during the narrative, so 
she and Hiccup haven't had intercourse, obviously. :p (pelo nome, 
pareces ser Brasileira . . . estarei errada?) 

* *nanypops : * * oh my goodness you crazy person, you reviewed a bunch 
of my chapters in a row, so thank you for that ! 


30. Push 
**Hello all.** 

**I've basically been on hiatus because I have to focus on my 
studies. And I've felt very disappointed in myself, and lacking 
confidence in my writing I guess...** 

**But this idea wouldn't leave me alone.** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Chapter 30 - Push<strong> 

■jk" ■jk" "jk" 


><p>Astrid was soaking wet, despite the chill in the candlelit 
darkness. Her nightgown, damp and clammy and heavy with perspiration, 
clung to her body as if it were just another layer of skin.<p> 

Her legs shuddered and quivered, overtaken by consuming fever. When 
she looked down, she could see the goosebumps blooming upon her 
thighs a€" but she could not feel the chills. She could hardly feel 
the air in her lungs. Her other sensations were numbed by the 



stabbing ache, the hot dizziness that overthrew her and cramped her 
muscles . 

The irony of it all was unnerving. Astrid Hofferson, always so strong 
and steady, faltering in a moment like this when her strength was of 
utmost importance. 

"I can't do this," she breathed, her voice as unsteady as her legs. 
"It's too big... I can't do this! It's **_too big_**." Astrid gasped 
strenuously, drained. "I can't. Hiccup. _I'm so sorry, 
babe_. " 

"You're fine," he assured her, voice barely above a whisper. "We can 
do this. **You** can do this." His hands ran across the length of her 
back, from bottom to top, catching her loose hair and smoothly 
twisting it into a bun. Astrid welcomed the cool air on her neck, the 
massage on her scalp. 

Another jab of pain twisted her features. This was impossible. How 
could a baby _possibly _fit through her? 

Rain and wind battled against the wooden walls of the household, just 
as Astrid battled against her own body. Her wails and sobs softly cut 
across the sound of the pouring elements, a pitying plea to the Gods 
to ease her suffering. But her prayers went unanswered. Her legs 
faltered; Hiccup caught her, ever so gently. She wanted to melt into 
his arms, to disappear from the world and hide from the grinding 
agony . 

But the feeling of his frame, strong and steady as he kept her 
standing, felt more solid and reassuring than the wooden wall she had 
been pressing up against. He was warm and real. He was there for her. 
Always . 

She pushed again, leaning into him. But it hurt _so_ much. She could 
feel the ache rising once more. When it crested, it tore her from the 
inside, as if every bit of bone and flesh in her body twisted and 
squeezed against sharp blades. And it never quite subsided; it merely 
dulled down to a horrible cramp. 

"Be calm, child. Control your breathing. Don't fight the pain. Accept 
it." Valka hurried to her side, placing a gentle, cool hand on the 
young woman's feverishly hot forehead. "You've been up to long. She 
needs the bed. Now." 

"I'm going with her," said Hiccup, green eyes tired yet sharp. There 
was no contesting this. He lay on the bed against the headboard, arms 
and legs parted, cocooning Astrid in his embrace. He rocked back and 
forth with her, gently, his chin rested behind her ear as he 
whispered words of encouragement. This eased the pain on her lower 
back, but her insides still burned. 

"Better?" He asked, when he felt her gasps for air had finally 
resumed to a steady cadence . 

Something akin to a chuckle replaced an incoming sob. "Definea€l 
better . " 

Hiccup kissed her ear. Her hands squeezed his, impossibly tight. His 
thumbs circled the backs of her hands, something he always did when 



he wanted to calm her. "_That ' s_ better. Now, Miladya€l you've got to 
push . " 

Astrid almost hesitated. But Hiccup kissed her temple, the crown of 
her head... the pain in her soul. So she pushed. Her voice cracked; a 
drawn-out whine filled the air, an ancient song sung since immemorial 
ages by every woman who has ever given birth. Her lip quivered and 
her legs tensed, every single muscle focused on one purpose. She 
pushed so hard she thought her heart would stop. 

She had been at it for hours, soon after her waters broke. While at 
first Astrid tackled the initial contractions with a controlled 
expression and calm voice, the growing pain and the strain had made 
it increasingly more difficult. It took her a while to understand 
_how_ she had to push; then, she couldn't find a position that felt 
right. She had squatted, she had kneeled, she had roamed every single 
corner of her household. But the baby still hadn't come. 

Maybe it never woulda€ 1 

Valka massaged her calves as she spoke. "Push, my dear. Push!" But 
Astrid felt as if the more she pushed, the more her strength seemed 
to leave her. Almost as if she wasn't pushing a new life into this 
worlda€ 1 but her own into the next. 

She was so tired. 

Gentle hands brushed the hair off her eyes and pressed a wet towel 
against her brow, her cheeks, her neck and chest. It seemed to be her 
mother, humming softly as she used to do whenever Astrid fell ill as 
a child. 

Astrid pushed again, gasping for air. She dreaded that every breath 
she drew would be her last. And she knew a€" nobody would speak it 
aloud near her, but the looks on their faces were enough to tell a€" 
they dreaded this as well. 

She felt a little weaker. A little sleepier. 

Hiccup squeezed her hands now, because her own grip had slackened. He 
was the one rocking now. Her body went along with his, limp and 
beat . 

The midwife's voice sounded void, distant. Astrid vaguely noted the 
woman's prying fingers inside her, and she could almost see the woman 
shake her head. "She isn't dilated enough. She's lost too much blood 
already . " 

Yesa€ 1 Blood. On her thighs, on her once-white night gown, on her 
forearms and Hiccup's hands, on the floorboard and on the wood of 
their bed. It wasn't even warm now. It just felt cold, like grime 
atop a foamy sea. 

She could no longer hear the rain and wind. She could barely make out 
the voices. Even Hiccup's sounded more like a distant echo. 

"Astrid. Hey, come on. Please." 


Astrid' s eyelids drooped as she slanted back against Hiccup's chest. 
It reverberated with his supplications; although she could barely 



make out the words, the vibration was so soothing. 

"Open your eyes. Wake up." 

If only she could breathe him in rather than the sour scent that 
clung to the air. If she had to die, she would rather leave this 
world with a sweet last memory tattooed in her soula€ 1 

"Astrid! Come on, you're so close!" 

She wished she could kiss that spot between his shoulder blades one 
last time, or stroke his jaw with her fingers. She wished she could 
feel his skin on her lips again, or the salt of it on her 
tongue . 

"Please don't. Please don't leave mea€ 1 please don't!" 

She would miss him. And she would miss the wind against her hair; the 
light of the dawning sun warm on her skin; his palm rested on her 
growing belly, feeling the kicks of a baby they would never meet. But 
she was so tired and her body was so light, so detacheda€ 1 

At least she could feel his heart pressed up to her back, beating so 
desperately as her own seemed to slow down. 

"a€ 1 pleasea€ 1 " 

His voice rang in her ear from somewhere far away now, but his eyes 
were so close a€" green as the vivid colour of Spring, so lively yet 
filled with dismay. She didn't want him to worry. She didn't want 
leave him to live in disquiet. 

She thought of the other family's small baby that had died so 
recently, and the agony of the parents over the loss of their one 
child. Hiccup would be in agony, too. 

Panic gripped her. 

She could _not_ lose her child at birth. She couldn't do that to 
Hiccup. They'd wanted this baby so badlya€ 1 so, _so_ badly. Tears 
blurred her vision. She couldn't tell if they were hers, or 
Hiccup ' s . 

She heard his voice again. "Don't goa€ 1 " 

Out of fear, or anger, or stress or pain or perhaps a blend of all of 
them, every fibre in her body screamed. 

She felt more alive than ever. 

Thor himself could not wield the energy coursing through her, from 
the ends of her hair to the tips of her toes, shocking her heart back 
into a wild beat. Her eyes were blinded to anything else but him. The 
dull brown of the ceiling, pierced by the solid green staring down at 
her, were all she could see. 

This child had better have _his_ eyes. 


One last push. 



It was like a mountain marching through a window made of breaking 
glass. Astrid felt every pull, every stretch, every tear, all the 
pressure leading down to this one moment. 

And it was over. The sudden absence of pain, if only for a few 
seconds, was surprising and ecstatic, akin to the outburst of 
release . 

Everything went still. Absolute silence reigned. A minute, or maybe 
years, passed with that typical, languorous stride. Time always makes 
sure to go by slowly when you're anxious and expectant. 

Then the cry, sharp and strong and undoubtedly full of life, seemed 
to click the world back into place. Astrid heard her child's voice 
for the very first time and she instantly, immediately, infinitely 
fell in love all over again. She pushed herself up with Hiccup's 
help, eyes searching frantically for her little bundle, hands and 
arms outstretched and shaking with adrenaline. 

"You did it, " she heard Hiccup breathe, his voice no longer fuzzy and 
distant. He sounded mesmerized, astounded, incredulous. Relieved. 

"You did it. You _did it_! " 

Valka handed the baby over, eyes brimming, her smile genuinely 
elated. "We need to tend to you, dear. You fainted and you're still 
frail, buta€ 1 you should meet your daughter." 

The weight in Astrid' s arms was the final proof: they had made it. 

The child lived, and she was beautiful: soft and pink, a heavy baby 
with wispy red fuzz on her head, who whimpered softly with her mouth 
open. "**we** made it, Hiccupa€ 1 Look at hera€ 1 " Her entire being 
seemed weighed down, exhausted but thrilled. 

Hiccup wrapped his arms around her and their baby, his head lightly 
resting on Astrid' s shoulder as he kissed his wife's neck over and 
over and over again. 

"Thank you. Thank you. _Thank you_. " 
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><pXstrong>I don't know if people would be interested in me 
uploading more of my small headcanonsdrabbles ? **** (those I could 
upload sometime soon, since I doubt I'll be updating anything until 
at least October) ** 

**Also, I have a whole bunch of them on Stoick, Valka and Gobber and 
I was wondering if anyone here is interested in reading those, or 
not? ** 

**Thank you to all the kind souls who do take a moment to review . 
You keep me going, seriously.** 


31. Calibration Issues 

**Thank you all for the lovely reviews to the last chapter, for your 
words of encouragement, and for your support. Thank you.** 


**Now, I usually write in the past tense, so I'm kind of wary about 



posting a chapter in the present tense... But it was my choice, so! 
Please let me know how you feel about this one.** 

**This is a sort of companion piece to chapter 14, **Axe to Grind**, 
since many people asked for it; so it's M-rated. Proceed at your own 
risk ! * * 

**Summary: **everyone suffers through calibration issues now and 
then... Hiccup has to deal with his. 
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><pXstrong>Chapter 31 - Calibration Issues<strong> 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


><p>Tight. Too tight. <p> 

His pants feel too tight. 

Astrid's sitting there, on his lap, talking casually; looking up at a 
couple of Terrible Terrors that jumped from one tree branch to the 
other, simply enjoying the comfort and rest after a long, fun race 
through the skies. 

She has never sat on his lap before, not like this; not with her 
chest leaning on his, not with her arm casually flung around his 
shoulders, fingers toying with his hair. And yet she seems so 
natural, her movements and voice so at ease and lazy and 
careless . 

But Hiccup feels tense. 

_Why_ is his breath harder to draw? Why is he focusing on her thighs, 
on the softness of her behind, instead of on what she's **saying**? 

He wishes she'd worn her customary skirt instead of the one she's 
wearing now; the absence of metallic spikes makes him want to trace 
the curves of her thighs. 

With his _tongue_. 

Hiccup never imagined summer clothes could be such a hassle. There's 
a bit less left to imagination, and fewer layers of fabric to 
distract from the contact between two bodies. 

He's been feeling this way all morning. It didn't help that he'd had 
a very, _very _explicit dream about Astrid that night. It also didn't 
help that he was unable to relieve himself in the morning, thanks to 
Toothless' persistent eagerness to go flying. 

So now, still frustrated and very much aware of every single one of 
Astrid's movements, he is anything but calm. 

He keeps one hand upon the grass for support and another one on her 
knee, but he's using all of his self-control not to indulge on the 
desire to snake up under her skirt and feel the inside of her 
thighs . 


Gods above, he's not going to be able to keep it together for much 
longer. He feels terrible. He feels guilty, for all the lewd thoughts 



crossing his mind while she is so innocently basking in the sun with 
him a€" unaware of what her presence is making him feel. 

Guilta€l and tightnessa€l and _growth_. 

"a€ldo you think they're having fun, just pretending not to fly like 
that? What if one of them falls off the a€" Hiccup. Hiccup, are you 
listening? " 

Hiccup blinks furiously, diverting his gaze to the small frolicking 
dragons on the treetops. "Yeah. I mean, yes, yeah. The Terrors. Could 
fall . " 

"Hm, " Astrid quirks an eyebrow at him, tilting her head sideways. She 
kisses him casually on the bridge of his nose, and Hiccup is way too 
aware of the touch of her breast on his collarbone. "You've got that 
look on your face." 

"What look?" he asks, trying not to sound startled. What if she 
realized he's been thinking abouta€ 1 doinga€ 1 _things_, to her? Is 
that look too easily readable? 

Astrid shrugs airily, brushing the hair from Hiccup's forehead. 
"_That_ look, like when you're lost in thought. What are you thinking 
about?" She's toying with his hair now; one finger twirling with an 
auburn lock, softly tugging at his scalp. 

He knows all too well what she's doing. "I'm thinking I don't want a 
braid," which isn't really a lie. 

Astrid scoffs; her mouth stretches into a smile, and Hiccup can see 
her tongue playfully darting between her teeth. "I'll tell you what," 
she announces, "I'll give you a kiss if you let me do a small 
braid . " 

It's Hiccup's turn to look away and snort. "Doesn't seem like a very 
fair trade, if you ask me." 

"How about _two_ kisses?" She insists. 

"Eha€ 1 " 

"Alright, then: _three_ kisses for _one_ braid and it's my final 
offer. " 

Hiccup pauses; he contemplates her face, and it's clear that the two 
of them are _trying_ to keep a serious demeanour. "Fine," he drawls, 
"_three_ kisses, **and **each of them has to last at least as long as 
it takes for you to make that braid. None of those, you know, quick 
pecks on the lips." 

Astrid nods approvingly, very clearly amused. "Sounds fair, I 
guessa€l So, not like **this**," she says, and her lips rapidly smack 
against his, noisily. "Right?" 

Hiccup nods, smirking. "Right." 

"So you meana€ 1 more likea€l" Her head tilts down slowly, her eyes 
gradually closing as she nears her face to his. This kiss is slow and 
deliberate; her nails rake his scalp as she presses further against 



him, and when her tongue darts over his lower lip Hiccup feels that 
maddening tightness throb right between his legs, under her weight, 
against the warmth of her. 

Again, Hiccup's mind is flooded with the desire to wrap his arms 
around her waist and a€" worst of all a€" to jolt up against her. He 
has to clench his hands to keep them from moving; one of them crushes 
the fresh grass, but the one on Astrid's kneea€ 1 

She breaks the kiss with a gasp. Hiccup can't quite tell if she's 
reacting to _him_, or not. For a tense moment, neither of them 
speaks . 

Then Astrid clears her throat loudly, rolling her shoulders as if 
she'd just come from an axe throwing practise. "Soa€lmore like 
_that_, " she concludes in a business-like tone, appearing as 
indifferent as she possibly could while her cheeks were a shade 
pinker than usual . 

"Yeah, that ' sa€ 1 I'd say that's good enough, y ' knowa€ 1 it-it ' s okay. 
It'll do, I guess . " 

Hiccup can see her swallowing hard. The lithe movement of her tense 
neck betrayed more than she would care to show. "Alight then. I'm 
starting now . " 

"I'll be timing it, just so you know. I'm not being cheated on the 
kisses . " 

"I'm a woman of my word. Hiccup, " she says, playfully elbowing him on 
the ribs with more force than necessary. 

"Ow! I _know_ that." Hiccup winks, noticing her exaggerated facial 
expression; furrowed eyebrows and tongue sticking out as if she were 
focused on an extremely delicate task. "You're also the fastest 
braider on the island." 

"Yeah, just as long as you hold still." 

She remains silent as her fingers weave into his hair; Hiccup counts 
the seconds to himself, doing his best to ignore the way she'd 
shifted on his lap. 

_Onea€ 1 twoa€ 1 threea€ 1 foura€ 1 fivea€l sixa€l sevena€ 1 eighta€ 1 
ninea€ 1 tena€ 1 huha€ 1 she's usually faster than thisa€l twelvea€ 1 
thirteena€ 1 fourteena€ 1 her fingers are still movinga€ 1 sixteena€l 
seventeena€ 1 eighteena€ 1 nineteena€ 1 twentya€ 1 twenty onea€ 1 what 
thea€ 1 Gods, don't think about her butt againa€ 1 just don'ta€l twenty 
sixa€l twenty six?_ 

Astrid still appears to be focused on her task, but this is taking 
longer than usual. Hiccup smacks his lips, hesitant to speak. "Er. 

How many braids are youa€" " 

"Just the one." 

"Huh." Hiccup sees a smile creeping up on her face. "You sure about 
that ? " 


"Yeah. Positive. 



A few more seconds roll by. Hiccup isn't counting anymore. He's just 
trying to _not _think about where she is sitting so close to. 

Then she pats his shoulder and announces, "Okay, all finished! That's 
a fine braid, I think." 

Hiccup frowns at her coy little smirk. He tentatively reaches one 
hand up to his head a€" and it is, in fact, just one braid. Why did 
it take so long to a€" 

"I think you've earned three kisses, soa€ 1 " 

Oh. _**oh**_. Oha€l 

"Yes, Milady, " Hiccup says, "as a token of your gratitude, since I 
allowed you to mess up my hair." 

"Mm-hmm." Astrid grins widely, ghosting one finger across the length 
of his jaw. "So, how long did it take?" 

"Ah, " he says, squinting and pursing his lips as he throws his head 
back melodramatically. "I lost count! MaybeaO 1 thirty seconds? A 
minute? Or more." 

The forced surprise in her tone made him want to laugh. "Oh, that 
long? I'm so slow todayaO 1 " 

Hiccup whimpered oh so slightly when she slid off his lap; for a 
moment, his brain struggled with the contradict ion between his 
**relief** for not having their erogenous zones _so _close together, 
and the **grief** for not having their erogenous zones _so _close 
together. There is no in-between. 

But she doesn't stay away for long. Hiccup blinks in confusion as she 
gets on her knees and, a little too slowly, drags her skirt up _just_ 
_so_. 

"Ahhh a€" ah, what a€" what are you doinga€ 1 Astrid?" His eyes widen 
as she turns to him and, placing both her hands on his shoulders, 
swings one leg across; his chin quivers when she settles back down, 
legs apart and facing him, skirt riding her thighs higher than he'd 
ever seen. 

"Well, I don't want to get a kink in my neck from kissing you 
sideways, " she states matter-of-fact ly, her voice one octave lower 
and suggestive enough to make the muscles on his stomach clench. 

She inches closer; this time, it's clear to him that she's pressing 
her breasts against his chest, purposefully or not. Her lips hover 
just over the edge of his mouth, her eyelashes tickling his skin. Her 
scent fills his head, and he feels even more enraptured than 
before . 

"I could've turned my head, tooa€ 1 " Hiccup says, and he doesn't know 
_why _he said it because, clearly, this is the absolute _best_ 
position for kissing and a€" and oh, oh Gods, her fingers have 
reached under the collar of his tunic and her nails are dragging 
_just_ below his neck, and he can sense her heart palpitating just as 
madly as his, and everything in him _trembles_ by the time their lips 



are finally matched. 

He closes his eyes and forgets how to breathe, for a while. 

Hiccup opens his mouth just enough to gather his breath; her tongue 
darts playfully across his upper teeth in a way that makes _all_ of 
him lean forward, seeking to further the pressure. In the midst of 
it, her hands guide his to her waist. 

She's wearing a belt, and all Hiccup wants to do is pull that damn 
thing off her so he can feel the curve of her hips fill his palms. 
Reflexively, he grabs the strip of leather with both hands and 
roughly tugs at it . 

Unexpectedly, she squirms a€" her hips roll forward as a response to 
his pull, and for the first time in his life Hiccup gets to feel her 
forbidden warmth right over his. If it weren't for the two thin 
layers of clothes between their bodies, he likely would have slipped 
right inside her... 

The thought and the pressure made his length pulse with arousal, a 
storm unfurling under his skin and raging against her guarded folds. 
Never in his life has Hiccup felt so hot, so hard, and so dizzy as 
what little blood was left in his head rushed to his nethers . 

Astrid breaks the kiss with a lascivious gasp; when he seeks her out 
again, the loud whimper she sighs into his mouth feels just as 
tantalizing as the ardent shudder of her womanhood. 

He feels light-headed, far too lost in it to be able to focus on 
anything but that sweltering surge of pleasure that jolts through 
every vein of the lower half of his body. He pants as a moan rises 
from his chest, as his fingers claw into her backside. Without even 
noticing, he's rhythmically pushing and pulling her on him, grinding, 
sliding her back and forth across his lap, wanting to burrow into her 
sensitive mound on flesh. 

He can't even kiss her anymore. He _needs_ to breathe, lest he'll 
faint, so he desperately draws whatever air he can with his mouth 
openly pressed upon her neck. He opens his eyes, and all he can see 
is the golden colour of her hair gleaming in the sun; the same colour 
he imagines the curls of her sex to be. And just _knowing_ that he's 
touching her **there** with **his** a€" 

"Hiccup, " she begs with a whimper, lips ghosting the shell of his 
ear. "Waita€ 1 Hiccup, w_ait_. " 

It's as if lightning had struck him. 

Hiccup stops everything altogether. His hands fly away from her body 
immediately and he lifts his legs and bends his knees, attempting to 
back away, but Astrid is still straddling him; her cheeks are flushed 
deep red, her blue eyes wide in astonishment. 

He sits there beneath her, absolutely mortified. 

"I'm sorry," is all he can think to say, and he half expects her to 
punch him. She doesn't. "I'm sorry!" He repeats, but she simply 
shakes her head a€" and lowers her gaze. He follows the line of her 
sight and swallows loudly, feeling his ears burn as if there were 



torches poking out from them. 


He'd actually prefer it if she _did _punch him. To help make matters 
worse, the bulge stubbornly poking out from under his trousers 
twitched visibly. 

"Wella€l that's _one_ kiss." Astrid chuckles nervously, eyes darting 
away from his lively crotch as she tucked her bangs behind her ear 
and away from her eyes. "We might have gone a littlea€l over the time 
limit with that one... I guess." 

Hiccup clears his throat and wiggles his legs. At this point, the 
throbbing pressure is more painful than pleasant. "Righta€ 1 uh, 
looka€ 1 I really, _really_ need to get up." 

"You already are a€" oh, " Astrid gasps, her hands quickly shooting up 
to cover her mouth as she stopped herself halfway through the 
inappropriate remark. And _then_ she punches him on the side of his 
arm, while dismounting him clumsily. 

Hiccup grimaces at the little stab of pain, but the moment her weight 
is relieved from him he pushes himself straight off the ground. He 
stands awkwardly, slightly bent forward, even though at this point 
there's no way to cover it up a€" Astrid already had an eyeful, 
anyway . 

"I a€" I need toa€ 1 er, I have to go a€"" he says, stumbling away 
from her on shaky legs, too overly conscious of the flag still raised 
in his pants and of the way she kept staring at him. 

"I just need toa€ 1 " He pauses and automatically gestures toward his 
groin. It takes him a moment to realize that he's telling her _what 
_he ' s thinking of doing. 

He winces. 

Then he whirls around and stomps away with what little dignity he 
still has left. Which isn't all that much, at this point. 

"Hiccup, wait!" 

He doesn't look back a€" unwilling to turn around and face her a€" 
but he can hear her footsteps falling closer. 

"Seriously, Astrid, " he walks faster, past the trees, raising his 
voice to a sharp hiss. "I just need a minute." 

Her footfalls stop. He can barely hear her mutter an apology as he 
wanders further into the woods. 

He feels ashamed of himself, in a way; it's not that he regrets 
having kissed her the way he did. She could have said no at any given 
point, instead of grinding further against him. When she asked him to 
stop, he did. None of them pushes past any point they don't feel the 
other is comfortable with a€" the actual problem is getting the other 
to know they want more, actually. 

He just feels that his outburst was far too obvious, his words far 
too clear as to what his intentions are. But he needs to relieve 
himself now. It doesn't matter how he's going to face her afterwards 



a€" it's not like it'll be easier to just sit by her side and 
painfully wait for it to go down, in any case. 


And Astrid understandsa€ 1 he hopes. She knows him. She's always been 
so considerate with his choices and his needs. And they're both 
almost eighteen, soa€ 1 it's not like she doesn't know. 

Hiccup, on the other hand, can't help but wonder a€" girls do it too, 
right ? 

I mean, why wouldn't they? Why wouldn't Astrid? Of course she 
does . 

She probably does. 

Gods, she probably _does_. 

Hiccup stops walking now, and takes in a long, hard breath. He looks 
around the forest, empty save for the birds trilling their endless 
songs, and leans his back against a tree for support, crassly working 
his pants undone. His cock bounced waywardly as it came free from its 
smothering entrapment; his arousal ached so badly at this point that 
he just craves relief. 

As he strokes himself, eyes closed, breathing in the scent of the 
pine, he thinks of how Astrid does this to herself. He wonders where 
she does it: whether she prefers to do it in the morning before she 
leaves her house; or in the evening after a flight or to unwind from 
her axe practise; or perhaps late at night, before she goes to sleep, 
in the comforting warmth of her bed. 

He thinks of her, and wonders if she thinks of him when she is all 
alone. He wants to be her fantasy, just as she is his. He wants to be 
the reason she drips with arousal, just as she is the cause of his 
fervent urges. 

Gods, the way she'd moaned back then; when they were lost in the 
moment, feeling each other, shuddering together. 

He imagines her calling his name, lost in the heat, as she touches 
herself. He mentally undresses her a€" and he stares at her bare 
breasts, at the rippling muscles of her belly, at the hand that jerks 
and twitches over a patch of sunny gold hairs between her clenching 
thighs . 

He beats himself off to her, to this raw Astrid, sighing and 
shuddering as they both draw closer and closer to the point of 
ecstasy . 

He screws his eyes tighter when she moans loudly, when she squirms 
and writhes in her orgasm and she calls for him to come undone with 
her . 

And he does. 

His left fist pumps harder and faster, clenching impossibly tight, 
choking his shaft with a blissful grip a€" until he spills over, 
_finally_, gasping and moaning and calling out her name with a 

trembling growl. "Aha€ 1 aha€ 1 _aha€ 1 **haahh** a€l_ 

_Astrid_a€ 1 ! " 



And in the searing, blinding heat of release, he imagines squirting 
all over her a€" her breasts, her chest, her neck, her _mouth_ a€" 
coating his beautiful, wild, heated girlfriend with his seed. 

The vision takes a while to dissipate; to melt back into his mind and 
blend into the surrounding scenery, to retreat to the depths of his 
fantasy until his eyes are once again focused on the trees. 

He was loud. Gods, but he doesn't care; nobody else was around for 
miles, and he'd put enough distance between them that she wouldn't 
have heard him. 

Luckily, he's only spilled a little on his hand; most of the evidence 
of his release had simply fallen on the forest ground. 

He has a cloth in his pocket. He simply has to take it out, clean 
himself up, and a€" 

There was rustling. 

Hiccup's head snaps to his right side, having heard something _move_ 
a€" 

Astrid looks back at him through half-lidded eyes, and despite the 
distance and the width of the tree she's taken cover behind. Hiccup 
can see the skin of her thigh, her skirt rumpled around her waist, 
leggings far too low to provide enough modesty. 

She doesn't say anything; he doesn't, either. 

They stare at each other until he begins to harden againa€ 1 
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><p>END<p> 
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><pXstrong>Kind of leaving it open to a continuation... maybe. 

; ) <strong> 

**Oh, and **MuseGoddess**, thanks for reviewing! I'm on tumblr too, 
in case you wanna say hi.** 

**And thank you to all the **guest** reviews that I can't reply 
specifically to; especially the kind soul who practically read 
everything in one day and was concerned about me going to "Haiti"! (I 
take it that was an autocorrect mistake? hehe) ** 

**To the guest who was concerned about my chapter 17 being reposted 
in another site - I have most of my chapters in Tumblr in my account, 
* *Nef ert sukia* * . I hope that's where you read it. If not. I'll feel 
concerned that someone might be reposting my things. : ( ** 

There is also a Spanish translation of my chapters by Ale ja-Acerca . 

Si eres espaAfol (a) y lees su trabajo de traducclA^n, saludame aquA- 
con una review en espaAfol ! 



32. Sensitive Calibration 


**Hi all! I know it's been a while, but I had important IRL issues to 
resolve, so I couldn't focus on fiction. I'm back and brewing a few 
more ideas, but for now here's what follows to the events of the 
previous chapter. ;) Hope you enjoy.** 

**Summary: **Love is a machine; it needs the right amount of 
calibration to work in full performance. Too little, and it doesn't 
start. Too much... 

WARNING: **Smut**. Lemons. Sexy times. Explicit stuff. Possibly 
exploding pineapples. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Chapter 32 - Sensitive Calibrat ion<strong> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Hiccup swallows nothing but dry air. He bites the inside of his 
cheeks in an attempt to get himself to <em>f ocus<em>, but this barely 
helps. His mind is still awakening from the aftermath of his orgasm, 
chest still rattling from the spasms that had overtaken him. The 
drumming of his heart pounds louder in his ears than any metal work 
in the forge ever did, but at the same time he _swears_ he can hear 
Astrid whimpering. 

Despite his better judgement, he just can't look anywhere else. 

He knows better than this; he knows the respectful thing to do would 
be to look away. But he finds his eyes irretrievably riveted to the 
inviting figure behind that tree. To that evidence of golden hair, 
like a beam of sunlight among the dull browns and greens of the 
forest. To how her eyes widen, unreadable as she, too, observes him 
with cautious hesitation. To the way the rouge of her cheeks matches 
the colour of her lips, parted in a half-formed wordaC 1 or a 
moan . 

Hiccup allows his gaze to descend. He drinks in the milky skin he had 
never laid eyes on before, the curve of her thigh that he oh so 
desires to kiss. Yet what most intrigues him is the angle of her arm, 
and _where_ her hand rests. He can't **see** it, hidden behind the 
tree, buta€ 1 

When her hand suddenly moves, erratically reaching down to yank her 
leggings up, even from a distance he can see the wetness coating her 
fingers like fresh morning dew. A shiver runs up and down his spine. 
The resulting vibration makes the hairs on his skin stand up straight 
a€" thus reminding Hiccup of his very uncovered, and suddenly 
stirring, privates. 

He hadn't even had the time to wipe himself clean. He merely tucks 
himself in best he can a€" but it's not like she hasn't _just seen 
_it, and in full action tooa€ 1 oh, Gods. 

Hiccup drums his fingers into the palm of his hands, heart still 
beating heavily against his ribcage. He clears his throat and 
straightens his back, feeling the nods of the tree trunk against his 
shoulders. It is hard to hear over the pounding in his chest, but he 



can feel his voice cracking. "H-how long ha-have youa€ 1 beena€ 1 
t-there? " 

There is a moment of reluctance before Astrid finally steps out into 
full view; eyes downcast, hands behind her back. Her boots scrape the 
ground as she attempts to take a step forward, then recedes. She 
shakes her head and sucks in the air, her chest expanding with a 
tremor. "Long enough." 

"Oh." He can't think of anything else to say, really. He casts his 
eyes toward the ground, at the little white blobs splattered upon 
grass and leaves and twigs. These have now gone cold, but the intense 
heat of his overflow remains fresh under his skin. 

A_ vision of an undressed Astrid, down on her knees, **hungry** for 
his offering_, dances unbidden in front of his eyes. Just now, 
knowing that she had been _so close_ to him, that _she had watched 
him pleasure himself and call her name_, brings him just as much 
embarrassment as it does arousal. And so Hiccup hides his face in his 
palms with a groan, unsure of whether to be angry at her or at 
himself . 

He needs to keep this under check. He needs to distract himself, to 
think of anything other than _the vision_. He tries to remember one 
of Cobber's favourite punishments for when he's late to work a€" 
putting Hiccup on smallclothes washing duty. This seems to do the 
trick. Yes. Cobber's old skivvies work _wonders_ in keeping his 
palpitation from, well, palpitating any further. 

Hiccup hears her stepping closer toward him, hears her voice. It's 
barely over a whisper, yet apologetic and sincere. "I'm sorry." 

He still daren't look at her. He uncovers his face and rubs the back 
of his neck, diverting his gaze to a nearby tree. "Me, too. Ia€l 
shouldn't havea€ 1 " It had been a dumb decision, to go into the forest 
to relieve himself. He'd made it far too obvious. He should have kept 
himself under control. He didn't a€" 

Her hand delicately touches his arm. A lingering stroke, so full of 
hesitation he can barely feel it at first, but it entices his 
attention. When Astrid speaks again, her words dance into his ears 
like music in the night. "We never got to that second kiss," she 
says . 

Their lips overlap before he has time to respond. 

And so they stand under the shade of the trees, fingers entwined, 
listening to the sounds they make even as their breath grows short. 
This time, he's not counting how long the kiss takes; only that he is 
no longer sure if his heart is beating for two, or if he feels hers 
beating along with his. 

Astrid sighs when she tilts her head sideways, raising goosebumps on 
his skin. Her eyelashes flutter against his cheek, and Hiccup 
realizes how similar this feels to the butterflies spiralling in his 
stomach. It's like he's spinning, without moving from the same 
spot . 


Her scent fills his head; he eagerly breathes her in, this delicious 
and enticing aroma that never fails to send shivers down his spine. 



Just like it had done before, when she had sat upon his lap, when 
their bodies had touched in places they'd never quite touched before; 
even with the clothes in the way, the experience had been tormenting 
in the most exquisite way possible. 

Unfortunately, Hiccup recalls all too well the way she had clambered 
off him upon seeing his erection, and he feels like he is quite close 
to getting another one. 

Gobber's skivvies. Gobber's skivvies. Gobber's skivvies. 

"Hiccup, are you okay?" Even her voice is teasing him. 

"I'm fia€" ah, haha€ 1 " Hiccup clears his throat, and he feels as if 
he's blinking too harshly but he absolutely must, in order to dispel 
_the vision_, "I'm fine." 

Astrid squints at him; Hiccup clearly underestimated her 
understanding of him. Then she pulls away, but so slowly even her 
fingers seem unwilling to part from between his. 

"You're not comfortable," she says, "You want to stop." 

"**No**! I mean, yes a€ 1 I mean, no I don't, buta€ 1 ugh." Hiccup 
wants to reach out to her, but then his hands fall limp to his sides. 
"I don't know," he replies earnestly, "I just don't know." 

She toys with a strand of her braid, her eyes flickering to him. 
"Why?" 

Hiccup could feel his ears burning. "Beforea€ 1 you told me to stop," 
he stuffs his hand in the pockets of his pants only to take them out 
straight away, because tightening the fabric only made his growth all 
the more visible, "and I just... don't want to do anything you don't 
want to do. I guess. I mean, you know... out of respecta€ 1 " 

He trails off, filled with a gnawing doubt that won't go away; this 
fear of admitting he **wants** her in the same way a husband wants 
his wife, because he doesn't know what answer to expect of 
her . 

Astrid chuckles, a smile returning to her face. "Looka€l You should 
know this by now. I'll **tell you** whenever I feel like there's 
something I don't want to do." 

"But, you told me to stopa€" " 

"I told you to **wait**. That's what I said. Hiccup. I said wait, not 
stop." She lets the words sink in. 

"But wait for what?" 

"For nothing." She closes the distance between them, her smile 
broadening as she settles between his arms, beckoning for another 
kiss. "Right now there's nothing I _don't_ want to doa€ 1 " She purrs, 
hands pressed over his chest while her fingers tenderly curl upon his 
tunic. Her heavy breathing betrays her nervousness. 


"Keep going where?" 



"Does it matter?" She presses her cheek to his, whispering in his 
ear. "We'll know when we get there, I guess..." Astrid hitches one of 
her legs over his; her skirt rises, accompanying the movement of her 
body. And Hiccup does the one thing that comes to mind a€" he bends 
his knee, so that his thigh rests just at her focal pointa€ 1 and she 
squirms, pressing heedlessly into it. 

Hiccup feels like a tempest has risen under his skin. Something 
inside him stirs like the waters of the sea right before a 
thunderstorm and she is the dark clouds, charged with an energy that 
is ready to burst and meld between them both. 

"This isn't just a kissa€l is it?" He knows the answer long before he 
asks the question. 

"Why?" Now her lips hover just over his pulse, "do you want," she 
breathes down his neck, and the trail her exhalation leaves upon his 
skin feels like a droplet of hot metal, burning and blending and 
hardening, "a€l more?" 

The implication of that word hangs in the air; the extent of its 
meaning begins to take alarming outlines in Hiccup's mind. 

"Aaaahha€ 1 " He unwillingly answers with a shudder, more of a sigh 
than anything else. Gods, the answer is yes. More to everything; more 
nipping, more grinding, more holdinga€ 1 just, Odin forgive him, less 
clothing. But he opts for the sensible answer, the reasonable one. 

The safe one. "Doa€ 1 _you_ want more?" Always respect her 
wishes . 

Astrid kisses the slope of his shoulder so heavily that it almost 
feels like a bite. She answers with her body a€" pressing down on 
him, chest and stomach and nethers and legs, with so much force she 
would have brought him down were he not supported by the tree at his 
back. Then she looks up, holding her face so close to his that their 
noses touch. "Yes." 

His blood rapidly flows to points far removed from his brain, and he 
recognizes the sweet dizziness that begins to take over 
him . 

"Astrid, wait upa€ 1 just a sec," he begs, cupping her face in his 
palms. Just to check, one more time. "I would never do anything you 
didn't want me to do." 

Reassuringly, she touches his left cheek a€" her other hand on his 
hip a€" and kisses his nose, smiling. "I would never do anything 
**_!_** didn't want to do." 

Hiccup can't help but chuckle. Of course, he was being thick-headed. 
Astrid always knows what she wants, what she's doing. She was 
_telling _him what she wanted, justa€ 1 not through words. It is only 
appropriate he responds in kind. 

He's still holding her cheeks when he brings his face to hers. He 
lets her lead a€" lets her bite his lip, accompanies her to whatever 
angle she turns to, feels her tongue inside his mouth but never 
ventures into hers. Then he allows his own hands to roam, from her 
cheeks to her neck, to her collarbone and the top of her chest, then 
to the sides, down her ribs and finally onto the small of her back. 
His thumbs rest on the belt that holds up her skirt; this time, he 



resists the urge to tug at it. 


Astrid keeps a hand on his right shoulder a€" but she slips the other 
hand inside his pants' pocket. And suddenly. Hiccup is nervous. Truth 
be told, he still isn't comfortable about having his erection pressed 
up against her, and it's just threatening to grow once more. Blood is 
rushing everywhere but his brain. He guiltily welcomes the dizzying 
sensation, and distractedly wonders how is it that his head can be so 
fuzzy and light while, at the same time, each touch ignites a 
lightning storm on his skin. 

How can his thoughts be so jumbled up, but his body is _feeling _so 
many things all at once? 

She's kissing his jawline again. There's something terribly 
distracting about having your neck kissed, because it is almost like 
you're feeling the lips treading your skin _elsewhere_ a€" as if, 
somehow, she were kissing him in two spots at the same time. And 
while his neck is crooked upwards, receiving all of Astrid' s loving 
attention, again his mind plays tricks on him, pulling him in and out 
of focus. He imagines her stripped of all clothes, going down on her 
knees; the crown of her head, like a plate of gold, hovering just 
under his waista€l 

Gods, no. He needs to keep it under control. 

Gobber's skivvies. Gobber's skivvies. _Gobber's skivvies_. 

She pauses her ministrations. "a€l what?" 

"Urn. _What_, what?" 

"You just said '_skivvies " she informs through puffy lips. The 
hand in his pocket moves conspicuously . If she stretches her fingers 
now, she'll touch his swollen flesha€l 

Hiccup gulps, even more nervous than before. "What? Era€ 1 no, I 
didn't." 

"I'm pretty sure you did," she insists, and when he starts to shake 
his head she adds stiffly, "It's okay. Hiccup. I'll do it." She 
doesn't give him a moment to reply. Her right hand leaves his pocket; 
her left one falls from his shoulder, both of them taking hold of his 
waistband . 

He panics. 

"Wait wait _waitwaitwait _what are you do a€" oh, Gods, are you sure 
you a€" ? Don't a€" " Shamefully, his attempts to stop her aren't 
even half-hearted. And, really, why should he try? He wants this. 
**She** clearly wants this as well. It's justa€ 1 new. They're about 
to cross a boundary together, into a new level of intimacy. 

Maybe he'd just like to have planned it ahead. 

Then again, it just wouldn't be them without some level of 
impetuosity . 

Astrid bites her lip to keep her smile from broadening at the sight 
she's just set free. "Well, at least some part of you is being 



honest. Right?" 

Hiccup chuckles anxiously, appreciating the way her fair eyelashes 
flutter as she examines him. "Sorry. I'm just a little nervous," he 
says earnestly. 

"I am too, you knowa€ 1 " she says, and then looks up and smiles 
broadly at him before kissing the tip of his chin, "but I'm so happy 
it has freckles! I've always imagined a€"" Astrid blinks; then trails 
off, embarrassment stamped on her face. 

It takes Hiccup a moment to catch on. "You've, era€ 1 _imagined_a€ 1 
what **it** looks like?" 

Gods above, he feels like bursting out laughing. At the same time, 
it's an enormous relief for him; he's daydreamed about Astrid' s 
privates more than he'd care to declare. And it might be a little 
mean of him buta€ 1 he's not about to admit it to her right now. Let 
this be a confession for some other time. A giddy sense of pride 
washes over him, and his smug smirk only makes her predicament 
worse . 

"It's not like I'm a pervert, or anything!" Astrid snaps defensively, 
the redness in her cheeks reaching her ears, visible even behind her 
swaying hair. "I was just curious a€" _don't laugh_! " 

But Hiccup can't resist; even though she looks a little mortified and 
despite the energetic blow of her fist to his gut. He bends over, 
amused yet complaining about the sudden pain, burying his face on the 
slope of her neck and kissing whatever bit of skin her cleavage 
allows him. 

He stops laughing when her fingers squeeze his cock. 

He gasps so loudly he nearly chokes. Now it's _her_ turn to 
disconcert him; he can hear her snigger over his unsteady shudders. 
Hiccup leans his weight on her, and his hands fumble to grip her arms 
with uncertainty. It is a foreign yet delicious sensation, to feel 
his member being held inside a hot palm that doesn't belong to 
him . 

Astrid gives him a couple more shaky squeezes, and her fingers drum 
along his shaft while trying to get the best hold on it. With her 
other hand she rubs his back, letting her nails rake the patch of 
skin between his shoulder blades. She kisses his earlobe and whispers 
gently, "Hiccupa€l Ia€l don't really know how to do this." 

Oh. Right. She's barely doing anything at all, and he already feels 
like melting into her, which isn't a very good sign. He's just too 
Thorsdamned sensitive. 

"a€l mmmfeels good," he mumbles into her neck distractedly, eyes 
closed shut, trying to gather his wits and work up some courage to 
answer properly. 

Astrid clears her throat. She hesitates before blurting out, "I want 
to do it like a€ 1 like _you_ were doing it. I want to do it right. 
Tell me how . " 

Hiccup smiles despite himself. Astrid, ever the perfectionist. 



admitting she was trying to figure out how to pleasure him. 


Hiccup pulls his face up, heart frantic in his chest and throat as 
dry as a frozen well, but she looks back at him with utmost resolve. 
"You've gotta, uh, go up and down. Move your hand like a€" _ouch._" 

He winces, sucking in some breath at the sudden pull. "Wait, you 
gotta be careful with the skin. Let me, uha€ 1 " 

Why was he embarrassed to look down? It was **his** own penis. 
Astrid's hand was on it, granted, but there's supposedly nothing 
embarrassing about hands. 

Unless, of course, they're not yours _and _they ' re on _your_ 
genitals . 

He gently guides her fingers into suitable positions and settles his 
foreskin at the right height. "You, uh, can't pull the skin back too 
much. Or it hurts. And, urn, you can hold tighter as you go up 
c-closer to the, er, he_ad_. Then loosen when a€" _not so tight_, " 
Hiccup hisses, and for a moment Astrid is so startled she draws her 
hands back. 

"I'm sorry!" She says, a little jumpy. "But your skin's a little 
drya€ 1 " 

Maybe out of reflex, her tongue darts out to wet her **lips**. 

Now, Hiccup _knows _she can't possibly be suggesting what his brain 
_thinks _she ' s suggesting, but this doesn't stop his imagination from 
bursting abruptly into some blood-racing scenarios that cause his 
heart to pound even further. 

His gaze is obviously fixed on her mouth, because she immediately 
terminates any little fantasy he might have with a sharp jab of her 
knee on his thigh; Hiccup nearly topples over, but manages to fall 
with his back against the tree and holds on to it. 

_"_**Stop **thinking what I** think **you're thinking!" 

"Well wh_at in Odin's name do YOU think I'M thinking_?" 

"_Weird _stuff, of course!" 

"What?" Hiccup rolls his eyes and stands up straight, pulling himself 
to his full height and glaring at his very flustered girlfriend with 
the most offended look he can pull off given the circumstances . 
"You're the one doing the thinking, **_i_** didn't **say** 
anything ! " 

Her eyes dart up and down a€" from his exposed hardness, bounding 
with the motion of his body, to his face a€" and then she crosses her 
arms. "Sorry. I thought you meantaO 1 well, it doesn't mattera€ 1 maybe 
somedaya€ 1 but not now." 

Everything in him stiffens; just the idea that Astrid might one day 
use her mouth to pleasure him is enough to make his knees wobble a 
little. All he can do is shake his head and shrug; his hands hide the 
evidence of her effects on him, as he's far too self-conscious to 
remain uncovered to further scrutiny. 



She approaches him again; diffident and slow, her touch on the back 
of his hands is as shaky and light as the leaves rustling on the 
trees above them. "Would it _actually _help if it were wet?" She 
asks . 

He keeps shielding himself, but his throbbing hasn't eased one bit. 
"Yes, but you don't have to a€"" 

"I'm not going to do _that_, you dummy," she sighs, bringing her 
right hand up to her mouth and licking it. A little trail of saliva 
dangles from her chin and she catches it with her fingers, chuckling 
softly at the messiness. "That oughta do it." 

She keeps her eyes focused on his lips, for whatever reason; and he 
can't stop looking at the way her chest rises and falls, feeling the 
anticipation coil in his belly. Tightness wraps around his shaft once 
again, but softer this time a€" wet and warming up with each slow 
movement . 

Breath stills inside his lungs; his eyelids shield all daylight and, 
for a few moments. Hiccup is submerged in a wild, galloping 
sensation. Astrid is more careful this time: shy strokes, trembling 
still, almost sweet. 

"Guide my hand," she whispers, a demanding plea he doesn't hesitate 
to follow this time. They both look down, their foreheads rested 
together, at how his hand encircles hers. The tip of his head, pink 
and glossy, throbs between their overlapped fingers. 

"What's that?" She sounds a little breathless, and very curious about 
the little transparent droplet that has started to form at his very 
tip. It's pre-cum. Hiccup wants to say, but sudden bashfulness stills 
his tongue. She barely waits for an answer, anyway; it finally 
overflowed and, very slowly, began to trickle down the side of his 
head a€" she caught it with her thumb and rolled it around testily, 
clearly amused. 

"It's sticky," she says with a smirk. Then she adds, thoughtfully, 
"You're nota€ 1 finished, right?" 

His free hand settles on her behind; he gives it a soft squeeze for 
good measure. "I'm close," he growls, before claiming her lips for a 
heated kiss, and he revels in the way she whimpers into his 
lips . 

"Waita€ 1 " 

Her hand stops moving. She pulls back. He watches, mesmerized, as she 
deliberately pulls her skirt up her waist and then, even more slowly, 
drags her leggings downwards. Hiccup can see the shadow of golden 
curls hidden behind the partially transparent fabric of her 
_subligar_, and he follows her fingers with wide eyes as they work 
the small knot on one side of her undergarment. 

Gods, he's been dreaming of this for far too long now. He feels like 
just going down on his knees and kissing her between her legs. His 
tongue yearns for the taste of this unknown oasis, almost as much as 
his shaft aches to bury itself in the anticipated heat. He waits for 
her to beckon his approach; to guide his hand to where she wants him 
to touch her. 



Hiccup runs the tip of his fingers across her guarded folds, inflamed 
and slick, and he feels her convulse against his frame. Her eyelashes 
flutter and her lips part to hum a delectable moan, before joining 
with his again. 

And their hands had never been so delightfully busy. His on hers, 
hers on his; touching and leading the other into the right movements, 
panting and gasping for breath, lost in a mist entirely of their 
own . 

She pushes harder at the tips of his fingers, her other hand a€" the 

one around his cock a€" going motionless more often than not, or 

shaking whenever her body shudders. Astrid moves like rolling thunder 
on his skin, an indolent sort of energy swelling with each deliberate 
caress; it's only a matter of time before the clap of lightning falls 
upon them. 

Hiccup finds himself addicted to everything about her: to the little 
hitches of her voice when his fingers twist against her; to the way 

her thighs clench as her hips roll onto him; to how her eyes droop, 

out of focus, staring at him from somewhere deeply lost in 
sensation . 

And then she mewled his name loudly, a jagged whine she held no 
control over, causing her grip to frantically choke his shaft. If 
anything could have driven him rougher and bolder, this was it. The 
tempest that unfurls within his gut threatens to turn him over, like 
a vessel surrendering to an unyielding tidal wave. 

He no longer follows her guidance. Discovering every inch, every 
groove of her womanhood became a priority in this hazy newfound 
territory. He _knows_ he can delve into her if he just presses his 
middle finger a little further, so he does; in one fluid motion, back 
to front, running through the damp silky heat between her folds until 
he is met with a little pearl of flesh. 

This sends Astrid writhing flush into him, an abrupt spasm vibrating 
through her whole body. Her legs shiver. Her back arches. Her voice 
calls out his name with renewed urgency, between deep gasps and 
searching lips a€" and at this moment. Hiccup feels like he's flown 
into one of his late-night fantasies. Everything is a blur. The line 
between what is real and what isn't is dimming, and his body seems to 
be weightless and heavy all at once, every nerve brimming with a 
fulfilling, unrelenting vigour which conveys toward one single point 
at his centre. 

Before he knows it, it's far too late to turn back. 

"Asa€ 1 _Astrid_a€ 1 " 

He needs to know. He needs to know before it's over. What she tastes 
like . 

Hiccup wants to apologise to her, but never fulfils this intention. 

It becomes buried in the hazy whirlwind of his jumbled thoughts, as 
he eagerly withdraws his hand from her core and brings his sultry 
fingers to his mouth. 

"Oh, Godsa€ 1 **_mmmf_**." Astrid' s flavour is a sweet and sour rush 



of tender pleasure on his tongue, an outburst of adrenaline inside 
his chest that sets his lungs aflame, a consuming flare that meets 
with the coiling pressure just under his abdomen. 

Surprisingly enough, her hand doesn't stop thrusting. 

For a few seconds, his world is engulfed in a bright darkness; and 
the breathless whisper of her name caressing his lips drowns out all 
the other sounds. 

Hiccup veers forward. He falls away into that ecstatic 
weightlessness, holding Astrid's curves in his shuddering embrace. 
Thoughtlessly, he buries his face between her covered breasts a€" as 
if his body were trying to meld into hers by instinct. The frantic 
flutter of her heart resonates against his skull, and he can almost 
feel the waves his orgasm boom inside of him along with that 
out-of-pace rhythm. 

It is the rise and fall of her chest that gradually lulls him back 
from his reverie. And then he opens his eyes, still facing the 
ground . 

Oh no . 

"Uha€ 1 Sorry." He mumbles between jagged intakes of breath, wincing 
at the white splatter on Astrid's skin and clothes. 

Her body remains unmoving against his. Her left arm is secure against 
his ribs, but her right arm hangs loosely by her side, her hand 
thinly coated with his release. It takes her a second to reply. "Are 
you done?" There is no frustration or bitterness in her tone. 

Hiccup straightens his back and stands on his own, still recovering 
from the flighty sensation. He's surprised to find her smiling at 
him, eyes gleaming and soft. "I'm, uha€ 1 yeah. Think I'm all out 
now." He stands there sheepishly, cursing his choice of words, 
wondering why she's still smiling. 

Astrid looks down at the messy situation. She titters, eyebrows 
arching. "That's good. The only thing you missed was my shirt." 

"I'm sorry a€"" Hiccup blurts out, unable to meet her gaze. "I don't 
know what it is with me today! It's usually not _this_ much, a-and I 
was totally _not _planning for that to happena€ 1 to your clothes I 
mean, but uh, to you also! Not that I didn't want to a€" I mean, no, 
_please_ ignore that, just a€"" 

She laughs heartily, patting his arm with her clean hand. "Relax, 
Hiccup!" And he does. He looks straight into her eyes and he bites 
back a sigh. "It's like you're always going on about with your 
gadgets and your machines, right?" 

Hiccup blinks. "How do you mean?" 

"Wella€l Your calibration's a little sensit ivea€ 1 " 

"Oh. Har har, " he says flatly, feeling his cheeks heat up with 
renewed embarrassment, scowling at her demure giggles. He wants to 
comment on how it's mostly _her_ fault a€" she just has a way to push 
all of his buttons in the right way a€" but he says nothing else. In 



resigned silence he fishes the cloth from his pants' pocket and hands 
it over to her. "Ladies first," he mutters. 


She reaches out to take the fabric, but hesitates; she seems lost in 
thought while standing there, uncertain. "I want you to do it." When 
Hiccup balks and tries to question her, stammering, she insists. 
"Please, Hiccup." 

He knows better than to ask for her reasoning, and he figures he at 
least owes her this much. He starts with her hand; he holds it 
gently, on the clean side, wiping the traces of him off her skin. He 
wavers before lowering the cloth to her thighs, but she nods at him 
reassuringly . 

There is a renewed frenzy of excitement within him now; it's more of 
the sort of thrill he gets when he has an adrenaline rush from risky 
flight manoeuvres, than the sweltering heat of sexual arousal. He's 
too spent for the latter, but what he feels is no less exciting. It's 
nice, this intimacy they share in a moment like this, still partially 
bare, still standing so close together. 

But the way Astrid is breathing, and how her legs seem to sway as he 
gently cleans the tense flesh of her thighs, suddenly remind him that 
he'd left her hanging on unfinished business. 

Hiccup feels the blush bloom to his ears before he speaks. "Do you, 
uma€ 1 do you want me to, you know, continuea€l where I, uha€ 1 left 
off?" He mindlessly draws his hand too close to her sex and she 
whimpers audibly, before biting her lips and shaking her head. 

She says no, but her body screams _yes_. He traces the inside of her 
thigh, so close he can now feel how wet she still is. Astrid bares 
her teeth, exhaling eagerly, digging her nails into his shoulder 
a€" 

They both jump, startled by Stormfly's unmistakeable squawking. Then 
they realize, mortified, that she was stomping through the forest 
_toward _them. 

"Rain check, " Hiccup says, hastily swiping himself with the worn 
cloth and fastening his pants as fast as he could. 

Astrid doesn't even bother tying her _subligar_ before pulling up her 
stained leggings and flattening the skirt down to its proper place. 

"I hope so," she winks, and the devious grin she flashes his way 
makes him want to undo their clothes all over again. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>END<p> 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


><p><strong>Well , I guess that's a wrap... :) Thanks for reading! 
Kindly review, lemme know what you think: "<strong>_yay_**" for 
**"**! love sexy times**"** and "**_nay_**" for **"**you need to find 
Jesus**"**. :p Please forgive any typos and mistakes, but it's hard 
for me to catch those on my own since my brain's been over these 
lines a few times already. LOL.** 



(Well I lied about the exploding pineapples in the warning, but yeah 
better safe than sorry.) 


End 
f lie . 



